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Theodofius, + » * Mr, Williams. 
Varanes. . »:-» Mr. Betterton. 
Marcian. $i '- Mr. Smith.” 
Lucius. Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Arcicus, Chief Prieft. Mr. Bowman. 
Lcontine. | Mr. Leitherfull. 
Chorus. - , 

Pulcheria. Mrs. Betterton. 
Arhenais. Mrs, Barry. 
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Actendants, Singers. 


The''S CE NE 


CONSTANTINOPLE. 


PROLOGUE. 


III — 2 DV ER _— > > 
. 


For an inglorious, long, and lazy War ? 
Who for ſome Shirmihrax ; e Retreat, 
on be FR). Bay Fol We calPd Great. 
But ob, wh AMMHAns 5-men gain / 
Who into private /Pwhae Nations drain? 
What ſums of Gol & axd, is dayly known, 
To all mens coſÞ; Tet 3 to their own. - 
Your Lawyer tae, unmet hike $4 O Yes bawls, 
That drow &be Markey Higler in the Stalls, 
T hat ſeem? dipet, conceryd,” ad born in brawls ; 


Yet thrives : He and his crowd get what they pleaſe, 
Swarming all Term-tim? thro” the Strand like Bees, 


They buz. at Weſtminſter, .aud lye for Fees. 
The godly tob ther. wiys of getting bave ; 
But none ſo much ax Jo” tick Knave * 
Wiſely the wealthizſt Livings they refuſe, 
Who ly the fatteſt Biſhopricks won'd looſe ; 


PROLOGUE. 
WV hour AR RS 


What loads of Fame do modern Hero's bear, | 


5 
$ 


Who with ſhort hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Band, 


True Rogues, their own, not Gods Eleft, command. 
- Let Pigs then be profane. but Broths allow'd, 

Poſſets and Chriſtian Caudles may be good, 

Aeet helps to reinforce a Brothers blood 

Therefore each Female Shiny he d4ogrs. adviſe, 

With groans, and hums, and ba's, and gogling eyes, 


Apa; ſo pF gotie rat as " eroknd | 


He mounts, and ſantifies the Siſters round. 

On Poets onely no kind Star ere ſmilld; 

Curſt Fate bas dams'd *em every Mothers Child : 
Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage 
To write no more to an ingrateſul age. 

T bink what penurious Maſters you have ſervd; 


__Taſloran mad, and noble Spencer ftarv'd: 
Turn then, who e're thou art that canft write well, 


Thy Ink to Gaul, and in Lampoons excell, 

. Forſmear all honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againſt the State 7 

- Burſting with ſpleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, 

' Hind chilſe fd Libel-ſpreader for thy Frignd: 
The Wit and Want of Timon point thy mind, 
And for thy Satyr-ſubjeft chuſe Mankind. 
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THEODOSIUS. 


CEC GEE” I. 4 RL eAEr IRE —— - es a. ——— 


Duts beſ of Richmond. 


To ber Grace the 
MADAM, 
H E Reputation that this Play receiyed on the Stage, ſome 
few Errors excepted, was more than I covid well hope 
from ſo Cenloriqns an Age, from whom I ask but. ſo much 


neceſſary Praiſe as will ſerye, once or twice a Year at 
moſt, to gain their good Company, and juſt keep me alive, 


There is not now that Mankind that.was then, 
: IWhen as the Sun and Man dig ſeem to ſtrive 
(Foynt-Tenants of the World) wha ſhould juryive : 
When if a flow-pac'd Star bad ſtoln away, 
From the Obſervers marking, be migbt ſtay 
Two or three bundred Tears to ſee't agen, 
And then make up bis Obſervation plain, Dr. Donn, 


For *tis impoſſible in our kmited Time (and I bring his Opinion to 
back my own, who is without compariſon the beſt Writer of the Age) 
to preſent our Judges a Poem halt ſo perfect as we cou'd make it, [ 
mult acknowledge, Madam, with all humility, I ought to have taken 
more time ard more pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it is dedicated to 
Your Grace, who being the beſt Judge, (and therefore can when You 
pleaſe make us tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have pardon'd 
the defets of Theodofius, and given it Your entire Approbation, My 
Genius, Madam, was Your Favourite when the Poet was unknown, and 
openly receiv'd Your Smiles before I had the Honour to pay Your 
Grace the moſt ſubmiſſive Gratitude for ſo illuſtrious and advantage- 
ops a Protetion. To let the World too know that You do not think 
- It hencath You to be officiouſly Good, even from extremeſt Heights 
to diſcern the loweſt Creatures, and give them all the Nobleſt Intiy- 
ence You can, You brought Her Royal Highneſs juſt atthe exigent 
Time, whoſe ſingle Preſence, on the Poet's Day, is a Subſiſtence-for 
him all the Year after. Ah, Madam, if all the ſhort-liv'd Happineſs 
that miſerable Poets can enjoy conſit in Commendation only ; nay, if 
the moſt part are content with Poplar Breath, angl even for that are 
thankful : How ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to Your Grace, who by a par- 
ticular Goodneſs, 2nd innate Sweetneſs, meerly for the ſake of doing 
well, have thus rais'd me above my ſelf. To have Your Grace's Favour 
is, in a word, to have the Applauſe of the whole Court, who are its ' 
Nobleſt Ornament, magnificent and eternal Praiſe. Something there 
is in Your Mien ſo much above that we vulgarly call Charming, that 
to me .it ſeems Adorable, and Your Preſence almoſt Divine, whoſe- 
dazling and Majeſtick Form is a proper Manſion for the moſt elevated 
Soul; Aud let me tell the World, ny; ſighing ſpeakit to a _—_— 
Mats 2 


—_ 


* 4% g——_— 4 —— een 


—_— 47 * a, 7 wy 
A [i F - 


Age (1 cannot Ih Al if ſo} het T think of , Rome and Greer 
Your nf eg ove Y. Ro Doe Perth *js<not Fe teaſt fc 
ment to ſhew the Greatneſs of Your Mind, and fulneſs of Perfection. 
To hear You ſpeak with that infinite. Sweetneſs and Chearfulneſs of 


- Spirit that is.natdral to Your Grace, is methinks 'to' hear'our Turelar 


Angels: *Tis'to bemgan the preſent: malicious Times, and remember 
the Golden Age: 'Bnt to behold you- roo, is to make Prophets quite 
. forget their Heaven, 'and; bind the Poets with eternal Rapture, 


Here pure and eloquent Blood : 
Spoke in ber Cheeks, and ſo diſtinfly wrought, 
That one might almoſt ſay, ber Body thought. 
«You for whoſe Body God made better Clay, 
Or togk Souls Stuff, ſuch as ſhall late decay, 
Or ſuch as need ſmall change at the laſt day. Dr, Donn: 


Ziphares "and Semand#a. were firſt Your Grace%s Favourites ; and 
though I ought not, Madam, to praiſe Your Wit by your Judgment of 
amy Painting, yet I muſt ſay, Such Characters every Dauber cannot 
draw. It has been often obſerved againſt me, That 1 abound in un- 
govern'd Fancy ; but I hope the World will pardon the Sallies of 
Youth : . Age, Deſpondence, and Dulnels come too faſt of themſelves. 
T-diſcommend no Man for keeping the beaten Road.; but T am ſare 
the Noble Hunters that follow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and Ditches 
ſometimes, and run at all, or never come in to the fall of the Quarry. 
My comfort is, I cannot be 6 ridiculaus a Creature to any, Man as 1 
am.to my ſelf: for,, who ſhould know the Houſe ſo well as the good 
Man at home? who, when his Neighbours come. to ſee him, - ſtill ſets 


- the beſt Rooms to view z and, if he be not a wilful. AG, keeps the Rub-. ' 


biſk and .Lumber in ſome dark Hole,” where ng body comes but him- 
{elf,. to mortifie at melancholy, Hours. ' But how. then, Madam, in this 
unſuitable condition; how ſhall Tanſwer the infinite Hanours and Ob- 


- Tigations Your Grace has laid upon' me'? Your Grace, who is the moſt 
beautiful Idea of Love and Glory; who, to.that Divine Compoſition, , 


haye the nobleſt and beſt-natar!d Wiggin the World. All I can pro- 
miſe, 'qdzm, and+be able to perform, 4s,., That your Grace ſhall ne- 


Yer fee a Play 'of' mine that ſhall give offence to Modeſty and Vertue ; 
and. whar1.tumbly offer-to the World;-.ſhall be of uſe atleaſt, and I. 


Hope deferve-imitation; which is, or.ought, to be, I am ſure; the De- 

ſign of all Tragedies and Comedtes both Ancient and Modern, I ſhoukd 

ſeeſunie'ts promiſe my. ſelf too ſome, Succels in things of this-nature, 
"Your Grace {in whom the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and Goodnels 
- Yout Sxcellent, Judgment, the Errorg of, ; 
- ene q prog 1 I TOO SPTTTOTE 
+ #. Vo yan Cn ”Y Your, 'Graces neſt 411 "0 


WAH | , F'® 
by \ *. moſt obedient, and devoted Servant 


"ſeem reconciFdY at a leiſure Hour wauld;condeſegnd to correct with 
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THEODOSIUS: 


03 GO 


Force of Love. 


ACT I SCENE: I. 


A- ſtately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian Religidn, as in its firſt! 
Magnificence : Being but lately eſtabliſht at Rome and Conſtanti- 
nople. The Side Scenes ſhew- the horrid Tortures, with which the Ro- 
man Tyrants perſecuted the Church, and the Flat Scene, which is tbe. 
Limit of the Proſpe@, diſcovers an Altar richly adorwd, before it Con- 
ſtantine, ſuppos*d kneels, with Commanders about bim, gazing at # 
bloody Croſs in the Air, which being incompaſsd with many Angels, 
offers it ſelf to view, with theſe words diſtintHly written, (In hoc ſig- 
no vinces !) Inſtruments are beard, and many Attendants : The . Mi- 
niſters at Divime Service, walk bujily up and down, till Atticus, the 
Chief of all the Prieſts, and Succeſſor of St. Chryſoſtom, in rich Robes, 
comes forward with the Philoſopher Leontine * The Waiters in Ranks 
bowiig all the way before bim, | 


A Chorus heafd at diſtance. 


— —— 


Prepare, prepare ! the Rites begin, 

' Let none unballow?d enter in, 
The Temple with new Glory ſhines, 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge the place from Sin. | 


Attic. O Leontine ! was ever Morn like this, 
Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ? - 


1 think no Day fince that, ſuch Glory gave 
To Chriſtian Altars, as this Morning brings, 


pat Gat 
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Leont. Great Succeſſor of holy Chryſoſtom, 

Who now triumphs above a Saint of Hononr, 

Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heav*n; 

Who never fell, nor ſtain'd their Orient Beams ; 

What ſhaH I anſwer ? How ſhell ] approachyon 

Sinee my Converſion, which youp breath inſpir*d 2 
Attic, To ſee this Day, th' Emperour of the Eaſt, 

Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 

That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent, 

In his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gawdy years, 

To undergo the Penance of a Cloyſter, 

Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and gloomy Walks, 

Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, 

Which from his Bed at midnight muſt awake him, 

Methinks, O Leontine ! is ſomething more, 

Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach, 
Leont, True, Atticus ; you have amaz' 
Attic, Yet more, to our Religious laſting honour, 

Marina and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 

Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt mould, 

Thar ere the hands of Beauty formd for Woman ; 

The Mirrors-of our Court, where Chaſtity 

And Innocence might copy ſpotleſs Luſtre 

To Day with Theodofius leave the World, \ 

Leont, Methinks ut fuck a glorious reſignation, 

The Angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend, * 

In all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n ; 

With charming Voices, and with lulling Strings, 

To give full Grace to ſuch Triumphant Zeal. 

Attic. No, Leontine ; I fear there is a fault : 
For when I laſt confeſs'd th Emperour, 
Whether diſguſt and melancholy Blood, 

From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg*d not this Divorce ? 

He only anſwer'd me with Sighs and luſhes ; 

"Tis ſure, his Sqpl is of the tendereſt make : + 

Therefore, PI! tax him ſtrictly ; but, my Friend, 

Why ſhould give his CharaGer to you, 

Who when his Father ſent him into Per/a4, 

Were by that mighty Menarch then appointed 

To breed him with his Son, the Prifice Faranes. 
Leont, And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, 

That two ſuch difterent Tempers ſhould agree ; 

You know that. Theodoftes is Compogd 


| Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhduld make a Woman, 


Judgment almoſt like Fear fore-runs his Actions ; 
And he will poiſc an 1njury ſo long, 


d my reaſon, 


eee am En , 
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| But ſee my Daughter honour*d with his- preſence, 


' Amaze me with the Image of their ſuff*rings : 


() mn Oh 


As if he had rather pardon than revenge it: 
But the young Per/zan Prince quite oppoſite, 
So Fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly 
May ſee his haughty Soul {till monnting in his Face 3 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe ſo different Tempers, 
Till & at laſt had fornid a perfe&t Union, 
As if two Souls did but inform one Body. 
A friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 
And at the proof be matchleſs. 
Attic, | long to read 
This Gallant Pr ince, who, as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emperour, 
Leon. So he intended rill he cameto Athens ; 
And at my homely board beheld my Daughter ; 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who never ſaw ' 
The Glories of a Court, bred up to Books 
In Cloſets like a Sybil, 'She l ſay, 
Long ſince from Per/z4 brought by me to hensz ' 
Unskilld in Charms, but thoſe. which Nature gave her, .. 
Wounded this ſcoraful Prince:-In ſhort, he ford me 
To wait him thither, with deep Proteltations, 
That Moment that bereft him of the light. 
Of Athenazs, gave him certain Death. 


Entey Varanes, and Athenais. 


Vara. *Tis ſtrange! © Atbenais ! wondrous, all 
Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars! - 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 


Saints Caneniz'd that dar'd with Roman Tyrants.. 
Hermits that liv*'d in Caves, . and fed with Angels, . 
By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all. 
That bloody Crofs, in yonder Azure Sky, 
Above the Head of kneeling Conſtantine ; 
Inſcrib'd about with Golden Characters: 
Thou ſhalt &er-come m this, If it be true, b 
I fay again, by Heav'n *cis won@rons range. 

Athen, O Prince, if thus Imagination ſtirs yory . 
A fancy rais?d from figures in dead Walls, 
How would the Sacred Breath of Atticus. 
Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your drofs away, 
And drive this Athenais from your Soul, 
To make a Virgin Room,” whom yet the. Mould 
Of your rude _ cagnot comprehend. , 

Var... 


* SF Ko W &©rv - 


| "Wo ory 
Para, What ſays my Fair ? Drive Atbenajs from me: 


Start me not into Frenzy, leſt I rail 

At all Religion, and fail out with Heaven: 

And what is ſhe alas / that ſhould ſupplant thee ? 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as fair 

As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 

And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, . - 
With that chaſte modeſt look when firſt 1 ſaw thee ? 


The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher, [Recorders ready to flouriſh; 


I ſwear by all I wiſh, by all I love, 

Glory and thee, I would not loſe a thonght, 

Nor caſt an Eye that way, but ruſh to thee, 

To theſe lov'd arms, and loſe my ſelf for ever. 
Athenais, Forbear, my Lord. 

. Vara, Q cruel Athenazs ! 

"Why doſt thou put me off, who pine to death ? 

And thruſt me fromthee when I would approach thee ? 

Can there be ought in this ? Curſe then thy birth-right, 

Thy glorious Titles and ill-ſuited Greatneſs, - 

Since Athenais ſcorns thee: Take again 

Your il]|-tin?d Honours; take *em, take*em Gods ! 

And change me to ſome humble Viilager, 

If ſo at leaſt for toils at ſcorching Noon, - 

In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 

At night ſhe will but crown me with a ſmile, 

Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. 


Athen, When Princes ſpeak, their SubjeQs ſhould be ſilent, 


Ye with humility I would demand, s 
W herein _ my fcorn, ox. my averſjon? 
Have I not for your ſake abandon'd home, 
Where I had vow'd to ſpend my calmer days? 
But you perhaps imagine it but little 

For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 

Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leontine, 

Yet I muſt tell you Prince 
Vgra. I cannot bear | ; 
Thy Frowns: [I have offended, but forgfve me. 
Fe#® who, Athenais, that is toſs'd 

With ſuch tempeſtuous tydes of love as I, 


\ 


Can ſteer a ſteady cpurſe? Retire, my Fair, [Recorders flouriſh, 


Hark! the Solemnities are now beginning, 

And Theodoſzus comes : Hide, hide thy. Charms, 

If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day-ſhould break, _ 
The Royal. Youth who dotes to Death for Loye, 

[ fear would forfeit al} his/Vows to Heav'n, 

And fix upon thy World, thy World of Beauty. 


re ut. 
Enter 


Enter Theodoſins leading Marina and Flavilla (all three dreft in white) 
- followed by Pulcheria, 


Theo, Farewel, Pulgberia ! and I pray, no more : 
For all thy kind Co ts:are loſt upon me. 
Have [ not ts. : Wotld and I muſt part ? 
Fate has proclaim'd it, + re weep no more, 
Wound prop iebe3 » cater T beodofjus, 
My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms ! 
Wound me not with thy Tears, and'I will tell thee,- 
Yet grel take my laſt farewel for ever, 
The cauſe of all my ſufferings: ©, my Siſter 1 
A bleeding Heart, the ſtings of pointed Love, 
W hat Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear ? 

;Pulcb. My Lord, my Emp'rour, my deareſt Brother, 


Why all edid you conceal it from me ? 

Theo.” Bee: wy was aſham'd to own my Weakneſs, 
I knew thy ſh Wit, end ſtricter Wiſdom ? 
Would dart R «which I could not endure 


Draw near, O and mark me well, 
For never yetdid vy- omplaining _ 
Unlaid-this weighty. Secret upon 
Nor-groan a Aer 5 of her © dpprefſon, 

Attic, Concealment.was a 3 but ſpeak at large, 
Make bare the Wound, and 1 will | r in Balnr. 

Theo, Tis folly all; and fondneſs———O, remembrance! 

Why doſt thou open Thus my Wound again, 


Aygd from my Heart call down thi mer dre 
That make me die with ſhame? then, Pulcheria' 
Some few preceding days before l left * 


The Perſian Court, hunting one morn 1 

I loſt my felf and all the Company, ing ta & 
Still wandring on as Fortune would "dire me . 4» 

I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted in - > - 

The ſweeteſt Solicude 1 ever ſaw ! 

When ſtreight, as if Enchantment had been there, . 
Two charming Voices drew me *tifl 1 came, 

Where divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 

Upon the Ofjer Bank two Women fate, 
Who, whea their Song was ended, talkt to one, 
Who, bathing, ſtood far inthe Chryltal ſtream. 
But, dh, what thought can that wy PerfeQtion, - 
Or give a glimpſe of ſich a.naked- Glory !, 

* Not Sea-borg Yeu, in the Courts beneath, 

When the green Nymphs firſt ty Coral Lips; 


Al 


% 


* 888/ AJ UDLU UT, thee © 


ATll polifht; fair, and waſht with Orient Beauty, ES 
Could in my dazling Fancy match her brightneſs. 

Attic, Think where you are ? 

Theo.” O'! Sir, you mult forgive me, 
The chaſte Enthufiaſtick Form appears, Ve 
As when 1 ſaw her; yet I ſwear, Pulcheria, | «5 
Had cold - Diana been a looker on, "II 
She,mult have praivd the Vertues of the Virgin, - 

e Sztyrs could not grin, for ſhe was veiPd - 
Nothing immodeſt, from hernaked Boſo 
Down to her knees, the Nymph was wra : in'Lawn; 
But oh for me ! 'for me, that was too'm 
Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Breaſts, 
So nicely me ſo matchleſ if theit Luſtre © Fe 
* Such all-pertection, that I rook whole draughts 
' Ofkilling Love, and ever fince have languiſht © 
With lingring ſurfgits of her fatal Beauty! "4 
Alas, too fatal ſures O Atticns ! | 
Forgive me, for my ſtory now is don 
The Nymph was dreſt, and with her two Compariins,” 
Having deſcry*d me, ſhrickt and fled away, #- 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Zeontine,” | 
The lofcrudter of my Youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me fromthe wonder that entratil me. 

Attic. Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you have nam'd, 
The Harbinger of Pritice Karanes here. 

Theod. O Leontine! "ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee: FE 
Thou Foſter-Father of my tender Yout | 
Who reard the Plant, and prun'd it Hh ſuch Care, 

How ſhall I look upon thee, who am fallen ++ 

From all the Principles of manlier reaſon, 

By thee infus'd, to more.than Woman's weakneſs'? 

Now by the Majeſty Divine, that aws | 

This ſacred place, I fiugar you muſt not keel - 

And tell me, for I have a thouſand things | 

To ask thee; Where, where is my Godlike Friend F .* , 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall I fee his Face, 

Before I dm cloyſter'd fee World for.ever? 

Leont, He comes, my with-all the expectin _—_ 
"Of a young promis 4 Lover; from his Eyes | L 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling Faricy forms | 
Nothing but Theodoſous ſtill before himz+- ©? ; g 
His thought, kis every word, is Theogdo/Hits, | 

Theo, Yet Leontinez yet anſwer me once more: 
With tremblings I demand thee: 


Soſ—baſ thou ſeen? 'Oh, has that Hearnly For | 


S—_ 


Appear'd 


-” 


_ "IJ. il: Ty, / 8:7 I 
Appear'd to thee again? Behold he's dumb : 
Proceed then to the Solema laſt farewel 
Never was Man ſo willing, and prepar'd. 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants, 


Vara, Where is my Friehd/!- oh where is my beloy'd, 
My Theodoſius | point him out ye Gods, 
That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 
Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, | 
That languiſh at bis Breaſt, quite ont of breath, * 


And cannot utter 

Thea Thou myfhee Pere 
And greateſt Blglng,-that kind-Heav*n could ſend, 
To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand Welcomes ! 

O, when I lopk on thee, new ſtarts of Glory 
Spring in my Brealt, and with a'backward bound = 
I run the Race of luſty Youth again, 

YVara. By Heav*n it joys me too, when T remember 
Our thouſand Paſtimes,” when we borrow'd. Names ; 
Alcides, 1, and Thou, my deareſt Theſeus, 

When through the Woods, we chas'd the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd Jike Theſ/alian Bulls, | 
Likg Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the ſhoar, ena” 
With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht'the morning Dew : 
Driv*n with the Sport, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 

We ran like Winds, and matchlefs was our Courſe; 

Now ſweeping o'er the limit of a'Hill! 

Now with a full Career come thundring down 

The Precipice! and ſweat along, the-Vale: ' . 

Theo, O glorious time? ahd' when the gathering Clouds 
Have calPd us home, ſay, Did we reſt, my Brother ? 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court,. 

We ſtrove to repreſent Alcides Fury, 

In all that raging Heat, and pomp of Madneſs, 
With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him > 
So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch horror, 
That we were forc'd to give ir o*r; {o loud 
The Virgias ſhriek*d, fo faſt they dy*d away. 

Vara. My yous (till; *tis my lov'd Brother; 
And by the Gods we'll ſee thoſe times agen / 

Why then has 'Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us, 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by Melancholy, 
Thou hadfſt laid the golden Reins of Empire down, 
And ſwori. thy ſelf a Votary for ever? 
Theo. 'Tis almoſt true; CODE 3 you arriv'd, 
2 


The 


T he ſolemn buſineſs had by this been ended. 
This have wo the Empreſs of the Eaſt, 
My elder Siſter : Theſe with me retire, 
| 0” Devoted to os Pow! r, whom we adore, | 
C + Vara, What Power is that that merits ſuch Oblations ? 
l If F thought the Sun more great and glorious, 
fl Than any that ere mingled with the Gods; 
| Yet even to him my Father never offer'd 
ll More than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes: ; 
ll | Now by thoſe golden Beams, that glad the Works, | 
l I ſwear it is too much: For one of theſe, - : he 
'v But half fo bright, our God would drive no- more” © © +» 
' He'd-leave the darken*d Globe, and in _ Caye 
[| Ipjoy ſuch Charms for ever, | 
| \! + __ Attic, My Lord, forbear! An 
| if | Such Language does not. ſuit with our. Devotion : * 32 
Nothing prophane muſt dare to murmur here, 57 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. h 
Yet thus far we muſt yield ; the Emperour 
Is not enough prepar'd to leavethe World, * | 
Vara. Thus low, moſt Reverendof this ſacred place,” 
-1 kneel for Pardon, and am half caliyertedy(- 
By your permiſſion that my Theodoſtus | 
Return to my Embraces, O my Brother! : 
a Why doſt thou droop ? 'Fhere will he time enough 
- For Prayer and Faſting, -and Religious Vows 3 Bs 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, we 
All the Magnificerice of Eaſtern Courts ;. | 
I hate to walk a lazy Life away : x 
« Let's run the Race which. Fite has ſet before us, * 
.And poſt to the dark Goal. _ - | | 
- Theo. Cruel Deſtiny ? *. 
Why am not I thus too * O my Varanes + p 
Why are theſe coſtly Diſhes ſet before me? 
Why do theſe ſonnds of Pleafure ſtrike my Ears? _ -. 
Why are theſe Joys brought to niy ſick remembrance 3 > 
W ho have no appetite; but am to ſenſe, . 
From Head to Foot, all a dead Pallie. ore? | 
Vara. Fear not, my Friend, all ſhall be well again, 
For I have thouſand ways, and thouſand ſtories 
To raiſe thee up to Pleaſure,*we'll unlock or, 
Our faſteſt Sectets, ſhed upon each other | | 
Our tenden?lt Cares, and quie unharr thoſe Doors, pu 
Which ſhall be ſhut ro all Mankind behide. Me. 
Attic, Silence atid Reverence;are the T ak dyes. | 
Therefore, while we purſye t the OR! Shak 


« | | Be 


43. - 


Be theſe obſer?d, or quit the aovfal + 
Imperial Siſters, now twin-ſtars of Heaven, - 
Anſwer the Succeffor of Chryſoſtomr; 

Without leaſt Reſervation anſwer me; 

' By thofe harmonious Rules I charg'd ye learn: 


 #ticus Sings. 


Attic. Canſt thou, Marina, leave the World, 
The World thas is Devotion's bane ; 
Where Crowns are toſt,, and Scepters burld, 
' Where Luſt and proud Amvtion. Reign & 


2 Prieſt.Can you your coſtly Robes forbear, 
To pe with us in poor Attire ? 
ou from Courts to Cells repair, 
» Talk a taidught mour Quire ! 


Attic. Can you reel to ap all Day, - 
Lnd weep wy Yan ha to be fe —_— 
_ Canyoun br 
by affliFion merit Cn 


Chor, So, Votaries, can this be done, 
te we the Grace Divine imptere, 
The World bas loſt,, the Batte 
And fan ſhall never charm ye more ry 


Marina Tbe gate to Bliſs does open ſtand, 
Sings, and all my penance is in mew; 


The World upon the other band 
Crys out, O do not bid adieul 


et, Sacred Sirs, in.theſe extreams, . 
Where Pomp and Pride their Glories tel; 

f; Where Youth and Beauty arc the Themes, 
nd plead their moving Cauſe ſo well. 


If ought that's vain my dboughts eulep 
Or any Paſſions govern bere . 

_ But what Divindty ” $ | mY 

* 'O may I never enter t 
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xriſls Phat 1-phat can Pomp: or Gly, bip-vS. 
W-: Or what can bumane Charms per finade, arrnee Bee 
\ © That Mind that bat a Heawnin view, p00 
How £49 it be by ark eto ; 2A 1 


» 


No Monarch full of T: vlith and Fame, 

The Foy of Eyes, and Natures Pride, * 

Should qnce my thoughts (ow. Heawn =o 
Though now be woo'd nit for bi s- "Bride. BU 


Haſte then, Ob haſte! nd rake us in,” " 
For ever lock Relignor's Boop, TP 
Secure us from the Charms of fin; 


And let tus ſee the Warld An-onre: LAN COTS t 
- Attic. Hark! bark! told he Honvenly Obvp, LP,” 
- Sings, They cleave the Air in bright &ttive, oo os 20S 
| FREE bis Lute each Angel brings, MATE REI'S 
And bark Divinely ly thus be Sing # j& 7% T2, 157WENG Py Se 44 


To the Pow'rs Divine, all:glory"be ee EIS, 
By Men upon Eatth, aud Angehi ſay Hiaven. - SH 


- Scene ſhits, and all the "Prieſts with Nearing, and Flay, diſappear. SE 


Pulch, For ever gone ! for ever! arted from me!” BN. 195 


; O Theodoſrus, till this cruel moment- © A. 

I never knew. how tenderly ] lovÞemm ; 5 | £ 
But on this everlaſting ſeparation, - \ 
. Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time 
Of diſſolution points me to the Grave; LW 

Theo, O my Yaranes, does-hot'now thy wa 
Bate ſomething of its fire'? dv thou not melt” AS 
In meer Compaſlion of my Siſter's Fate, "- 
And cool thy ſelf with one relenting. g thought ? 

Fara, Yes, my dar*d Soul rouls'inward, melancholy, 
Which I neer felt before, now comes, don me 3 


And1 begin to loath 5!] humane greatnef, NP; 2 3. 

Oh! figh not then, nor thy haid Fate deplores 7 
For, *tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no wares” 0,5; 2 
We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be, our? "a 


Love that's more worth Re all the- Work 6 
Princes are barr'd the liberty to roar; ' | 
The ferter*d mind ſtill languiſhes av howe'; 


. In golden Bands ſhe treads the thou ul round, 
[Buſineſs and Cares eternally ha 


'*And. when Pay yp Air the Goddefg' wobld a, © 
«# She's dogg d with Scepters, and to Crowns .confin'd... CEveunt 
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- ACT IL SCENE 1. 
Ot Enter Pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. 


Pulch, Heſe Packets for the 'Emperonr Honorius ; 
T Be ſwift, let the Agent haſbe to Rome——— 
I hear, my Julia, that our General - © | 
Is from the Goths return'd with Conqueſt home: 
Ful. He is ; to day I ſaw him inthe Preſence, 
Sharp to the Courtiers, as herever. was: 
Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars. 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand. 
 Pulch., He ſhall, my deareſt -Juka:; oft I have told: thee - - 
The ſecret of my Sonl : It &er 1 marry, 
HMarcian's my Husband ; he is a'Man, my Julia 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long, and found him perfect : 
Old Rome at every glance looks through his Eyes, 
And kindles the Beholders: Some ſharp Atomes 
Run- throngh his Frame, "which could wiſh were out... 
He ſickens at the ſofrnefs of rhe Emperour, 
And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Courtz +. 
Then ſighs, comparing it with-what Rome was. - 


Enter Marcian and Lucius. - 


Pulch.. Ha! Who are theſe that dare prophane this place - 
With more than barb'rovs Inſolence'? 
Marc, At your Feer, © 
Behold I caſt the ſconrge of theſe Offenders, 
And kneel t# kiſs your Hand, _ © 4565 
Pulch. Put up-yohr Sword, 
- And &erl bid you welcome from the Wars, | 
Be ſure you'clear your Honour of-this rudeneſs; © 
Or, AMarcian, leave the Court. | 
Marc, Thus then; Madam ; | 
The Emperour receiv*d me with affe&tion, 
Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, ahd retir'd ; 
When on a ſudden all the gilded Flies 
That buz about the Court came fluttring round me; 
This with affected Cringes, and minc'd Words;” 
Begs me co tell my Tale of Vifories ; oy 
Which done, he thanks me, ſlips behind his Fellow} : 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then ſmiles and liſtens, 
While I zelate my Story once again : 


—_— ———_— 
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-- Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the- 
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His Tayloran—o—— 
As if he had not TE 
If rhipgs are ſuffer'd 
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hi 4:4 tir e the fs GG : 
On they laugh;-while-t ſtill ignorant 
Goon; but one behind, more-inipudent, 
Strikes on my Shoulder ; ; then they laught ont-right; K 
But then I gueſſing the abuſe too late, ; Cd 


-  Return'd my'Knigkt behind: a box oth” Ear ; 


Then drew, and briefly told they they were Raſcals. 

They, lapghing ſt#l,- cry'd out the GeneraPs muſty, p< 1 

Whereon I drove *em, Madang,«as:you faw : + | 

This is in. ſhort the Truth, | teave the Judgment £04 

To your own Juſtice ; if L have-done-ill,. | 

Sentence me, and Ill Jeave/the Court for ever. 6 
Pulch, Fixſt you are welcomeys Marcian; from the: Wars ; 

And ſtill when &er occaſion eatis for Arms, 

Heav*n ſend th* Emperor. a General '- 

Renown'd as Martran:; as to what isP 

I think the World will rather praiſe: 


wn » 


cenſure 


Marc. Gods ! Gods ! wt ge thou: great Foander of Old Rome cp 
What is become.of ww that mighty Spirit, | =D $7 
That rais'd our Empire to-a pitch-ſo 2. RC: Fern 
Where is it pent 2 What, bur Almighty Power, {-; (6 448 
Could thus confine it, that but ſome few-Atoms 2 
Now run through all the Eaſt and Occident ? * 07 FE 

Pulch, Speak calmly, Marcigu——— tr ein 

Marc. Who can be temperate, . 
That thinks as I do, Madam ? Why here: a — | —; 
I have ſeen-him age aonigs a Troop of Vandals. EST 
In your Defence, as if he lov to bleed; | 
Come to my arms, wy Thou cant not call, | 
But haſt a Soul above the of *em, > ..; | 
O, Madam, when he has b over Blood, Y 
And hackt with Wonnds that ſrem *d to mouth. his Praiſes ; : 
1 have ſeen him ſmile ſtil}as he:puſhc Death from him, 
And-with his actions diſtant Fate. | 

Pulch. He has a nobfe Form. 

Marc. Yet ev'n this Man, 


That fought ſo bravely in his ney Cad, 

This excellent Man this n the Preſence, 

Did I ſee wrong'd before + mY erour, 

Scorn'd and deſp he: not 2 : 6 

Nor plant his Feet as ſole Ye Te 7 fs FA 

One ſaid his Cloaths were af well aj {SER 
Ti my Jv - = 
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Authority, Procnizphce, Denrag Vertue, 
Let Rome be never mention'd, na,..in the Name 
Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever, -;\; 1. ! 
Effeminate Per/zans, and the Lydign- ottnefs, - 
Make all your Fights, Marcian ſhall out. no more ; 
For by my Arms it makes a Woman,of me /z 
And my ſwoln Eyes run o'er.to think this worth; . 
This fuller Honour than the whole.Court; holds, 
Should be ridiculous to'Knaves and Fools; 31 
Should ſtarve for want. of what is neceſlary 271 
To Life” L Conventence, When luxurious Bawds 
Are ſo ver grown with Fat, and cram'd with Riot, ': 
That-they can hardly walk. without. an Engine. 

Pulch, Why did yoti not inform. the Emperoyr ?- J.- | 

Marc. Becauſe he will not hear.me:: Alas,:good Man! '.--* 
He flies from this bad World, 1and ſtill when Wars 
And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, ' 4//; { 
To your new thing, .1 know not what You call it's 
W hich Conſtantine began. 

Pulch. How, Marcian ! are not you of that 
Religion which the Emperour.owns ? 

Marc. No, Nadam, if yow'il ſee MY naked thought, 
I am not of their Principle, that take ' 
A wrong ; ſo far from bearing with:a Foe, - 
I would ſtrike firſt, like old Rome ; I .wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring Nations round about, 
Invade, enlarge my Empite to, the bounds 
Of the too narrow Univerſe. Yes, I own : 
That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations. | 
I am for the Roman Gods, for Funeral Piles, . 
For mounting Eagles, and the fancied greatneſs , 
Of our Fore-Fathers. Methinks my heated Spirit 
Cou'd utter things worth loſing of my Head, 

Pulch, Speak freely, Marcian, for 1,know. thee honeſt; 

Marc. O, Madam : long, long may the at 1, ee live 
But, I muſt ſay, his, gentle-Diſpoſition - 
Suits not, alas, the Oriental ſinay :. .. 
Bid him but look on Pharamond  O Gods ! | 
Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, | 
Which, like a Pyramid revers'd, is grown 
Evn from a point to the moſt tg reatneſs ; 
His very Name already ſhakes the Wont” 
And ſtill in Perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, 
Like the firſt Ceſar o'er the hardy Gauls, | 
He ſeems another Thunderbolt of 
Puled, I oft have blam'd my. via molt for tas,” 


—" = fe. | jw TINT DER DT, Vi, 
That to my hand he leaves the State Aﬀairs ; 
- And how that ſounds, you known——— 
Mar. Forgive me, Madam ; 
I think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fand Semiramis, © 
With all th* Amazomian Valour too, 
Meet in Pulcheria ; yet, 1 fay, forgive me, 
If with reluctance I behold a Woman. 
- Sit at the Empire's Helm, and ſteer the World. 
Pulcb. 1 ſtand rebuk?d 

_ Marc. Mark but the growing French. 

The moſt auſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, 4 

That I can gueſs, is their late Salique Law, . . 

Bleſt by their Prieſts, "the Sali, 'arid prononnc'd 

To Ttand for ever ; which exclfides all Wimen 

From the Imperial Crown *: Bat, 0h! -I ſpeak 

The leaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances, 

Which make the Subjets marmar: Inthe Army, 
"Tho! I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, - 

And puniſht ev'ry Mutineer with Death 5 

Yet, 6h ! it ſtabb*d me through-and through the Sonl 

To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew  _* 
With Juſtice they complain*d 3 for hard they fought, 

And with their Blood carn'd'that forbidden Bread, 
Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though un-nam'd, 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldiet's ſtaryd ——= 
 Pulch, Your pity too itt mournful fellowſhip, 

No doubt might ſooth their marmurs, ' | 

Afave. Yes, Bd, +. | 

That I might put "em onee again in heart, 

I faid *twas true, the-Emperonr was to blame, 

Who dealt too coldly. with his faithful Servants) 

And paid their great Arrears by fecond hand : +-\ 

I promis'd too, when we returi'd to Court, 

Things ſhould be mended——, 


But-how ! oh,Gods ! forgive my Blood this Tranſport ? ' 


To the Eterfthal Shame-of Female Councils ! 
And to the blaſt of Theodoferes Name, * 

Whom never. Warlike Chronicle ſhall mention? 
O let me ſpeak it with a Roman Spirit, 


We were receiv'd like undone Prodigals, 023 wy 


By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with'cotd Tooks ; 
Who yet got all by thbJe poor Wretches ruine. 
Like MalefaQtors, at the han of Yiltice, © - © 
I bluſh, I almoſt weep with ing Tage 3 
If thus receiv'd, howpaid our 'fong Artrats? 


% 


eve, & : TWLC U LIUGE 

Why, as intruſted Miſers pay the Rights -- 
Of helpleſs Widow art Orphans Tears, 
O Soldier, for to thee, to Thee 1 ſpeak ir, 
Bawd's for the drudgery of Citizens Wives, 
Would better pay debilitated Srallions. $W9u0p: 
Madam, [ have ſaid perhaps too much; if fo, ', 
It matters not, for he wholies, like me, 
On the hard ground, is ſure tofall no further. - | 

 Pulch, 1 have given you patient hearing, honeſt Marcian ! 
And, as far as I can ſee into your Temper, | 
I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in cold Blood, + 
With ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter ; 
I think this ſeeming-plain and honeſt,” Marcian, 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor, 
Marc, Ha! Traytor! "= 
Pulch. Yes, a moſt.notorious Traytor. 


bY 


Marc. Your Grandfather, whoſe Frown could awe the World, 


Would not have calPd me fo——or'if he had 
Pulch. You would have taken it———But to the Buſineſs, 
Was't not enough ! Oh Heaven! Thon know*ſt,” too much ! 


At firſt to own your ſelf an Infid 
A bold Contemner, even to Blaſphemy, 
Of that Religion which we all profeſs ; ; 
For which your Heart's beſt Blood can ner ſuffice : 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, 
Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperour ; 
I mention not your Impudence to-me, 
Taxing the folly of my Government, -_ 
Evn to my Face : Such an Irreverence, 
As ſure no barb*rous Yandal would have urg'd ; 
Beſide your libelling all the Court, as if 
You had engroſt the whole Workd's honeſty : 
And Flatterers, Fools, Sycophants, Knaves, 
Snch was your Language, did inhabit here. 
Marc. You wrelt my honeſt meaning, by the Gods 
Yau do, and if you thys go on, I feel 
My ſtrugling Spirit will no longer bear it. 
Pulch, 1 thought the meaning of all rational Men 
Should ſtill be gather*d out of their Diſcourſe ; 
Nor are yep ſo imprudent, without thinking, q 
To vent ſuch words, tho? now you fain would hide it ; 
You find the Guilt, and bauk the Accuſation ; 
But think not you ſhall ſcape fo eaſily F 
Once more | do-confront you, as a Traytor ; 
And as I am catruſted with full pow*r, - 
Diveſt you, in the Name of , Is 
| 2 
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of all y your Offices, Comlihids” - Honours, 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeft Marcian, 
* Marc. Gods! Gods ! 

Pulch, What now ! ha ! does the Traytor- murmur ? 
If in three days ! mark-me ; *tis I that doom thee ! 
Raſh inconſiderable Man, a Wretch beneath 
The Torments I cov'd execnte vpon thee! ' * | 
If after three days ſpace thovrt found-in- Court, 
Thou dy'ſt! thy head, thy head "hall pay the forfeit. 
Farewell : now rage ! now rail and curſe the Court ; 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſt of*Princes, 
And let thy lawleſs Tongne laſh all it can ; 
Do, like a mad-man rave !: Ry thy Fortune, : | 
While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the mulcitude: 
Preach vp thy Wrongs,” and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Ceſar. Nay," if thou weep'ſt, 1 am gone. 
O Julia ! if I ſtay, I ſhall weep too.. © _. 

Yet *tis but juſt that I'the Heart ſhould; ſee! + 

Of him who once muſt Lord it over:me;: :.; [Ex. \Pylcheria, &c. 

Luc, Why do you droop, Sir——Come, no more 0' this, 
You are and ſhall be ſtill our General : ia! , 
Say but the Word, PM fill the Hippodrome - + | 
With Squadrons chat ſhall make the. __ ror cremble ; 
We'll fire the Court about his'Ears.” 
Methinks like Junius Brutus I have* watcht | 
An Opportunity, and now. it comes! 
Few words and I are Friends3-'but, noble Marcian, 
If yet thou art not more than General, ' 
E'er dead of Night, ſay Zucius is.a Coward. 

Marc. | charge thee in the'name* of all the Gods, 
Come back. I charm thee'byahe-name of Friend. 
Alls well, and I xejoyce Fam ho General. . 
But huſh / within three days/we: mult be gone, . 
And then, my Friend, farewetto Ceremony. LS ba 
We'll fly to ſome far diſtant lonely Village,” 1 7: + 
Forget our former ſtate, and breed;with Slaves. 
Sweat in the Eye of Day, anGwhen Night comes, 
With bodies courſely-$1Pd, and vacant Savls,::;c 
Sleep like the lahour Hinds; tandwnever Uhiok $3.30. 
For if I think again, Le add: 1 aud br: 3 

Yai! l; ; 4:8) ir 1} 
EnteriÞPtomtine a Athenais; &e..., _ 

Therefore no thought, - Buy'ſee; 'we are interrupted ? 
,0 Court! O Emperor ! IE Deatlthreateo, .- 


JT, 


- ; 


PH 


Pll find a time: Til then. be ſtil] my Soul-— 
.No General now? A Member of thy Country, 
But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut off, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Afarcian ! 
A Slave, a Traytor!, O ye Eternal Gods [Exeunt, 
Leon, So, "Athenais! now our complement, 
To the young Perfzan Prince, is at an end, 
- What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell? 
Athen. My Lord / 
Leon. I ſay that:decency requires 
We ſhould be gone, nor. can you ſtay with Honour, 
* Athen. Moſt true, my Lord, 
Leon. The Court is now at peace, 
* The Emperour's Siſters are retif*d for ever, 
And he limſelf compog'd ; what hinders then; 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Yaranes ? 
 Athen, Ah, Sir, why will you break my heart ? 
Leon. 1 would not; . 
Thou art the only Comfort of my Age ; 
Like an old Tree I ſtand among the ſtorms, | 
Thou art the only limb that I haveleft me -: [She kneels, 
My dear green branch, and how I prize thee, Child, 
Heaven only knows / why doſt thou kneel and weep ? 
Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, and will I hope 
Forgive my fault, who firſt occafion'd it, . 
Leon. | charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 
Athen. You did, and, Oh, my Lord ! I heard too much 
Too much 1 fear for my Eternal Quiet. 7 
Leon. Riſe, Atbtnais / Credit him who bears 
More years than thou: Yaranes haz deceiv'd thee. 
Atben, How do we differ then ? You judge the Prince 
' Impious and baſe ; while | take Heay?n to witneſs, 
I think*him the moſt Vertnous of men : 
Therefore take heed, my Lord, how yon accuſe him, 
Before yo1 make the Tryal . Alas, Yaranes, 
If thou art falſe; there's no ſuch thing on Earth 
As ſolid Gocd:efs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 
A thouſand times, My Lord, he has ſworn to give me 
(And | believe his Oaths) his Crgwn andEmpire, 
That day | make him Maſter of my Heart. 
|. Leon, That day hell make thee Miſtreſs, of his power, 
W hich car ries a foul name among the Vulgar, | 
No, Athenais! let me ſee thee dead, | 
Born a pale Corps, and gently laid in Earth, 
So I may ſay ſhe's chaſte,and dy'd a Virgin, 
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-Rather than view thee with theſe wounded Eyes 
Seated upon the Throne of I/digerdex, 
The blaſt of Common-Tongaes, the Nobles ſcorn, 
Thy Father's Curſe; that is, the Prince's Whore, 
Athen. O horrid ſuppoſition ! hoy 1 dereft it ! 
'Be witneſs Heav?n, that ſees my ſecret thoughts ? 
' Have 1 for this, my Lord, been taught by you 
The niceſt Juſtice, and ſevereſt Vertye, | 
To fear no Death, to know the end of Life; 
And witha long fearch diſcern the higheſt good ? 
No, Athenais! when the Day beholds thee 
| So ſcandalouſly rais'd, Pride caſt the down, 
The ſcorn of Honour, and the People's prey ! 
No, cruel Zeontine, not to redeem : 
That aged Head from the Jeſcending Axe, 
Not tho? 1 ſaw thy trembling Body rackt, 
Thy wrinckles about thee fil?d with Blood, 
Would I for Empire, to the Man I love,, 
Be made the obje& of unlawful Pleaſure. 
Len; O greatly ſaid, and by the Blood which warms me, 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, | 
At would improve the Vertue of the World, 
If every Day a thouſand Votaries, 
And thouſand Virgins came from far to hear thee ! 
Athen, Look down ye pow?rs, take notice we obey 
The rigid Principles ye have infugd ; 
Yet oh my noble Father ! to convince you, 
Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage; 
Tho with the thought I am covered ore with Bluſhes, 
Not that I doubt the Prince, that were to doubt 
The Heavens themſelves, _ I know he is all truth: 
But modeſty 
The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, 
That, that alone forbids —— 
Leon, I wiſh to Heav'n 
There prove no greater bar to my belief: 
Behold the Prince, I will retire a while, 


And, when occaſion calls, come to thy aid. _ TEx.L 


Enter Varanes, and Aranthes, 


Vara. To frx'her onthe Throne, to me, ſeems little, 
Were [ a God, yet wouttd I raiſe her higher. 
This is the nature of thy Prince : But oh ! 
As to the World thy judgment ſoars above me, *' 
And I am-dai'd with this Gigantick Honour:z 


oy. 


& / - & 


Glory forbids her proſpe& to a Crown; 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way; my hanghty Sonl, . 
That day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, loſt, - quite loſt for ever, 

Aran, What do you purpoſe then ? 
Vara. I know not what, 
But ſee ſhe comes, the glory of my arms, 
The only buſineſs of my inſtant thought, 
My Souls. beſt Joy, and all .my true repoſe. 
I ſwear I cannot bear theſe ſtrange deſires, : 
Theſe ſtrong impulſes which will ſhortly leave me 

- Dead at thy Feet 
Athen, What have you found, my Lord, 

In me ſo harſh or cruel; that you fear 

To ſpeak your griefs? - 

Vara. Firſt let me knesl and ſwear, 

And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow; 

Streight let the breath of Gods blow me from Earth, > 

Swept from the Book of Fame,. forgotten ever, WI. 

Is 1 prefer thee not, O Atbenais, | 

To all the Perſian greatneſs ! 

Athen. 1 believe you ! . 
For I have heard you ſwear as much before. | 
Vara. Haſt thou? O why -then did I ſwear again ? 

But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 

And could no better way expreſs my Paſſion. 
Athen. O riſe, my Lord—— 

Vara. 1 will do every thing 

Which Athenais bids: If there be more 

In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 

Whiſper it, oh ſome God, into my Ear ! 

And on her Breaſts thus to her lining Soul 

PI breath th? Inſpiration * Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 

What but one ſigh, no more! Can that ſuffice 

For all my vaſt expence of Prodigal Love? 

© Athendis! What ſhall I fay or do, 

To pain the thing | wiſh? 

Athen, What's that, my Lord? BS 
Vara. Thus to approach thee ſtill ! thus to behold theem——— 
Yet there is more 53 
Athen, My Lord, 1 dare not hear you. : F 
-Vars. Why doſt thou frown at what thon doſt not knew 

Tis an imagination which ne%er'pierc'd thee 3 ; 

Yet as tis raviſhing, *tis full of Honour. 

Atben, 1 muſt not doubt you, Sir ; But oh I tremble 


Ly 
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To think if Hdprde ſhould behold you/#? 4200 t7 2: oe 


Should hear you thus proteſting /to'a Maid © - 

Of no Degree; but Vertue, in the World=———ec 
Fara. No more of this, rio more ; for I diſdain 

All Pomp when thou art by z-far be the noiſe,” , _- 

Ot Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentleSouls. 

Our kinder Stars have ſteer'd another way. ; 

Free as the Foreſt-Birds, we&lFpair:together,”* 


Without remembring who our Fathers-were anFecet He 


Fly to the Arbors, Grots, and-flow'ry Meads, 
And in ſoft murmurs interchange our Souls; ' 
Together drink the-Chryſtal of: the {tream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields, 
And when the Golden Evening calls us home, 
Wing to our Downy Neſt, and Alcep till Morg, 
Athey, Ah Prince! no more! 
Forbear, forbear to charm me, , ; 
Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Vara. Hold, APDCNGiSnormmmmem—— 
Athen. 1 know your. Royal Temper, | 
And that high Honour reigns within your Breaſt, 
"Which would diſdain to waſt ſo many hours 
With one of humble blood-compar'd to you :_ «+ | 
Unleſs ſtrong paſſion ſway*d. your thoughts to 1dveher, 
Therefore receive, oh;Prince / and take it kindly, 
For none on Earth but you could win it from me, 
Receive the gift of my Eternal Love. | 
*Tis all I can-beſtow, nor is it little, 
For ſure a heart fo coldly chaſte as mine, } \ 
No Charms but yours, my Lord, could &er haye wurm/dls. 
Vara, Well have you made amends by this laſt comfort, 
For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before, 
For this laſt Goodneſs ? (Oh, my Atbenais! ) 
(For now, mcthinks, 1 ovght to.call you mine!) 
I empty all my Soul in thanks -before-you:. - 
Yet oh ! one Fear remains, like Death it chills-me z 
Why my relenting Love did talk of,partingt ; - 
- Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder, I have ſworn | 
To a my Father and he callsme hence - 


| Enter TL rontine, a | 


Vara. Ha, Leontine \ by which-of all-my Avags | 
_ HaveI ſo.deeply-jnjutV thee, t40-merit. © | + 
The ſmartelt wound revenge could form-to-end mo?-- 
Leon, Anſwer me now, O Priacel; forivertue prnſages ny 
And honeſty will fally:now: no longer, = 


What 


" TIFF y 
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What can the gpd of all this Paſkinn be, 
Glory require this ſtri& accomprt, and asks 
What you intEnd at laſt,ro Mbenais 2 

 . #Fara. How, Leontine ? | 
Leon. You faw her, Sir, at MAtbens ; {aid you lov'd her, 

I charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 

And hear your Paſſion :, Has-ſhe not, Sir, obey'd me ? 

Vara. She has, 1 thank the Gods ! but whither wouldft thou ? 
Leon. Having reſoly'd to viſit ; 
You ſwore you would not go without my Davghter, 
Whereon I gave command that ſhe ſhould follow. * 
Vara. Yes, Leontine, my old-Remembrancer, 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did, * 
Leon. Thus long ſhe has attended Þ ia, have ſeen her, 

Sounded her Vertues and her Impert; ions ; | 
herefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge, 
hich Honour ſounds, ard now let me de YOU=—— * 
Vara. Now help, Arantbes, or I am daſht for ever. © 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the Marriage. - 

Leon. Can your high thoughts ſo-far themſelves, 

To admit this humble Virgin. for your 
Vara. Ha! ; = 
Atben. He bluſhes, Gods! and ſtammers at the-queſtion. 
Leon. Why do you walk, and chafe your ſelf, my Lord.? 

The buſineſs is not much, 

Vara. How, Leontine | 

Not much ; I know that ſhe deſerves a Crown; 

Yet 'tis to Reaſon mach, tho* not. to Love ? 

And ſure the World would bluſh ta ſee the Daughter 

Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cyrus. , - 

Athen, Undone for ever { | 
Leon, Is this your anſwer, Sir ? IL 
_. Vara. Why doſt thon urge me thus, and puſh me to 
The very brink of Glory ? where, alas !* 

I look and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent : 

Yet even there, to the yaſt bottom, down 

My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 

And graſp my Athenais with my Ruine; _ ; 

Leon, "Tis well, my Lord —— _ 
Vari. Why dolt thou thus provoke me; 

I thought that Per/3*s Court had ſtore of Honour 

To ſatisfie the height of thy Ambition. "'F - 

Beſides, old Man, my Love is too well grown, | 4 

To want a Tutor for his good Behaviour z 

What he will do, he will do of himfelf,. 

And not be tavght by yYOlo—_—_ 


bo 


go. $576 


SCELLOUDILU'S? Ur, 


Leon, 1 know-he will not. ef 30H 2s 7's D892"! ne” , 
Fond Tears away ; I know; 1know b& wilt not 3 » O11 edn. T yo) 
But he wovld buy with his Old Mann's Preferinent; Þ:19987 voy 71.1 (77 
' My Daughter for your Whore. vw vwoh: 
Para. Away, I ſay, my Soul diſdaitts the Motion! 
Leon. The Motion of a Marriage; yes, ] ſee it; | 
Your angry looks and hayghty words hetroyir : g'- VEL F 
I found itat the firſt 3 thank you, Sir, © & | 
You have at laſt rewarded your old Tutor ' 
For all his Cares, -his Watchings, Services YOV 52+ 
Yet, let me tell you,” Sir, this humble' Nall, 
This Daughter of a poor” "Philoſopher, | 
Shall, if ſhe pleaſe, be ſeated ona Throns | 
As high as that of th? Immortal Cyr | L'f 1420 
Vara. I think that Age and xi 23 mr! :3n bobango? 
Have crackt os 4. Brain : ' Farewel, ofd Fn” 019750 & 
Retire to reſt, 'and *brawlin) ro 54) 


iu 


Is rockt aſleep, «Fit tp Ap 6 Athenars, -14 O74 
And clear the og oh IT, blotted.” 

Leon. Old * Lena ps '1'am' mad indeed, - mg ov 
But.hold my Heart, and at ſolid Vertve,, 4 q 


Which'l ſo lon adore. Nil Joop (26 the Reins, - "BY of 
© Atbengis! B Fwiltnot*thie thee 4 | 
Fate is in-all our Afions, akd, 'methinks,- 
At leaſt a Father judges ſo ; Y has 
Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for r thy Eaſineſs ; 
There is a kind of mournfu | 
In thy dumb grief, "Thich famesall haanireta ſorrow. 
Athen, Alas ! my is full of Death'; methinks 
I fear evin you «1 - 
Leon, Why ſhould'ſt thou fear thy Father? PB 5&2 | 
Athen. Becauſe you haye the RET 9 of a Man * WILT NA 
Is there, O ſpeak, a p6ſſibiliry” : 2. 
To be forgiven ? WIN 01941- \ 
Leon, Thy Father does for | | 
And Honour will z but on this 42: ROM OW, 
Never to ſee him MOFeonb Ly =P 10 
Athen. See him ! Oh w_— LOL Wt 4 
Leon, Unleſs it be, my Day /opbrajd bi "oY 1.4 
Not tho? he ſhould re  rernrp, 1 
Nay proffer thee his mak raviiincrly more of Jes” | 2 1 


Honour too cries revenge, revenge' thy 1.57, 
Revenge thy ſelf, cebaget yInſtr'd DE Pen i 0-4 


For *tis Revenge fo wiſe, iſo ' | 
As all the World ſhall WE oh $i; m1 GD Iii 


\ x BOeV, O give me leaye, __ EI! 1 3997; 57 oo nh 
Ql 5 ' For 


of 


i: E 8/7 Fe&560 hone; T 
For yet I am all tenderneſs the Woman, «9 
The weak, the mild, the as: the.coward Waman,: 
Dares not look forth but-quns about my Breaſt, 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions:therey 3 0 


; Where ſhe ſo oft bas hv hun SRP We rp 
a 


Cruel Yaranes ! falſe forſworn;/qrgprs 4, 7 rang 
Leon, ls this forgetting him ? is. is this the Courſe ne 


Which Honour bids thee-take-! ,— <P 


Athen, Ah, Sir, allow 
A little time fþ for 1þ eAis Rp. TY 


_—_ he won the Deg and many fi 
And many tears, and Sontag Nats ic it.coſt 
And oh I find he will not. be difl Ped + Wt 


— 


Without a Groan at parting kenegtor ever... © } oy 


No, no ! he pos be will, not, yet. be rat?d_. 45 
Without whole Floods of : x his farewcl, 145d 
Which thus I acrifice-! wy LOWEST 1 UR">"3 Ate . vip" 
Had he proved trug, I woyld oo 
Have empty'd all my Blood, =, d o fave Ge lh 
As now [ ſhed theſe drops, or vent theſe _ 


. To ſhew how well, how; perfeQly-Lav'd him. 


Leon. No Woman ſure, but thou, ;fo low in Forcan, | 
Therefore the nobler is thy fair Example, 
Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prinze ador\d her ; 
Nor will it be beliey'd in after-times, 


i 


That there was ever ſuch.a Maid in beings, ' _ * 
Yet do I adviſe, preſerye thy,Vertue. 3 « ; - boy fone Pa 


And ſince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be=——— 

2then, Hold, Sir, oh hold, forbear, 
For my nice Soul abhors the very ſound ;. 
Yet with the ſhame of that, and ory 
Of an [Immortal Name, + am-inſpi: | 
All kinder Thoughts are fied for ever bin me, 
All Fendernefs, as if I n&er had lov'd, 


Has left my Boſom colder thza the Grave: - 

Leon, On, Athenais ! on, . tis Fighs be before thee, 
Purſue the Track, and thou ſhls be 

Adben, O, Leontine, 1. Ray nba le Father; 
That 1 will ſtarve &'er ones ore a 


And thus let's jJayi# to cog 
That Empire eovld nog,tempt a 


* To fell his Prince the Honour of his Nis Daugh ter; 


And ſhe, coo, match'd<the Spiritrof beef, Father 3 
Tho” humbty: 'born; and yet. more; bets, b ed ; 4 
She for her Fame refug'd + Rojal Bed TS 


Who, 


OD'OSTUS: Or, 
Who, tho? ſhe lov'd, yet _ put off the Hour, ' ” 
Nor conld her Vertue be betray'd by Pow'r, 

© Patterns like theſe will Courts improve, 


* And teach the Fair to bluſh at Conſcious Loves [;- 


« Then let all Maids for Honour come in view, 
& If any Maid can more for Glory do. 


A. Ah 
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ACT IF SCENE 1. 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes, 


Fara Con: to wy Arms, , faithful, dear pA 
Soft Counſellor, por 5mnings of niy Youth z © 
If I had longer been alone, mo 
My Hand wenld hav reel] wt bv tis Maſt 
F Dang W Ver ay" 
And done a Murder here. . 
franth. The Gods forbid. 17 bs 


. Ns 


1 


Vara. | ſwear, I preſs thee with as very Jof, BAY 


As ever-feavful Bride embrac'd her Mas), 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak'd and'found- 
Her Lover fafe, 'and feepe of her ſide. - | 
Aranth, The Cauſe, my ? \ 
Vara. Early thou kno Night I went to reſt; 
" But long, my Friend, er Slumber clos'd my Eyes ; 
Long was the Combat fought, *rwixt Love and Glory ; 5 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up, 
My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled 3 
My Bed was all a-float with the cold dro ps 
_ mortal Pain wrang from my lab'ring Limbs; 
y Groans moredeep than others dying Gaſps : © 
Therefore, | charge thee, haſte to her Apartment ; 
I do conjure thee tell her, tell her all | 
My Fears can urge, or Fon@neſs an invent : 
Tell her how T repent, fay any pl 
For any thing I'll do-to quench m 
Say, I will marry her.now on the tn oh SIS 
Say all that I would ſay; yet in the end” 
My Love ſhall.make it” thin Gods can utfers . 
 Aranth, My Lord ! Leontine ane ge *: 
From their Apartment— 
Yara, Ha! gone, ſayſt thott'! whither ? 3.In 
' Arantb. That was my whole Emplo he tefe. all this day : : 
But, Sir, I grieve to ſpeakit, they. 
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one poor Lamp was at her light, while thus ſhe rea--ſon'd 
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No track behind for Care to find *em out ; 
Nor is it poſſible 
' Para, It is, -it ſhall; _ 
I'll ſtruggle wi by impoſlibiliti 
To fin Not the Walls ' 
Of Giada nor of Thebes, ſhalt hide her from me : 
PII bring the Force of all my Fathers Arms, - 
And lay *em waſte, but Pll redeem my Love, 
O, Leontine! moroſe bld Leontine, 
Thou meer Philoſopher ! O cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty word, one Cholerick doubt, 
Fog turn'd the Scale; though in the ſacred Balance 
ay 1 my Glory, and my Empire hung. | 
Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retir'd to Athens, | 
I will ſend Poſt to Night———— 
Vara. No, no, Arantbes, 
Prepare my Chariots, for Pll go in Perſon ;;, 
I Fear *till now, *cill I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Atbenais, 
I ſwear, I did not ak he much I lov'd her; 
But let's away, ll to the Emperour, 
Thou to the haſty management of my buline(s;. 
Prepare, to day Pl go, to day PI] find her ; 
No more; Ill take my leave of IN 
And meet "thee on the Hi : away, 
" Let the wild hurry of thy bets Live, 
Make quick thy apprehenſion: : Halla and leave me! 


- Pulcheria, Atticus, Leo 
after ber Baptiſm, tobe 


Atticus Sings, 


O, Chryſoſtom * on ELLER Q< 
worthy Heavn and thee ! 


bright and fair, . 
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"And, when the Rites Divine ave paſt, 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall baſh 
.2 Votary. Where many a flowry Bed we Domſy 
That Emblem ſtil to each a Gy 
Anti when within the Stream we. oak, 
Fth Tears we uſe to ſwell the Brook ; 
But ob, when in the liquid Glaſt, 
Our Heav'n appears, we fi 2 to paſs? 
Chor. For Heat/'n alone we =p /ign 1 
And all things bring. ouy "Hear? 1 fo mind, 


"Atben. O Princes ! O moſt worthy of the World... 
That is ſubmitted by,its Emperoutr,” +. a 
To your tioft wiſe and Ptovideditial ſay: 54%, 
W hat Greek or Roman Eloquence can paint : 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul! | 
I am adopted yours; you art'my Goddeſs, -. . 
That have new-form*d,” new-moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the plat-form of a Work Divine, . 
New-fram*d, new-built me to your own delires; - - 
Thrown all the Lumber of nt Paſſions out, 
And made my- heart a'Man of perfetion; 
Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Votary's Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his + 
wW ma we far off adore ! 
Es. > Riſe, Eudoſia, 
me fold my Citi " my Ay 
With this dear pledge ofanF -- Love 
I Seal thee, O Eudoſa! «for . ; 
Accept, bleſt es nd, the, Vans of my Aﬀection , 
- Foe by theſacred that {us eh 
I think that Heav*n by ruth dis thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in bY Councils, 
To be my Siſter, partner in-m 


And equally, through m Tn Na of Likes #5 C 
To be the better part i 


O rather let me leave the we for, evet ; en Ns 
Or if I muſt partake ISecters, 
If you reſolve to load me Wy Rog onou! TRY Ye, 
Let it be far from Cities, Fol Cant OY 
Where:I may fly all bom 
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war think, nor dream, 8; ot IP 
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And ſhare my Giiefs an PIT, Ns Y iN 
Athen, No, Madam, and " 6.7 Bs 
Excuſe the Cares that this 8 Week! 


bring, jobs 


Where | may never ſes,*n LY 1, on 1 w —_ 
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Of Mankind more, | 

* Pulch, What now, in Tears, Eudofia ? 
Athen, Far from the guilt of Palaces! O ſend me ! 

Drive me! Odrive me from the Traytor Man + 

So I might *(cape that Monſter, let me dwell 

In Lyons haunts, or in ſome Tyger's Den; 

Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin*d Rock, 

That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 

- Bury me in the hollow of its Womb; 

Where, ſtarving on my cald and fliaty Bed, 

E may. from far, with giddy apprelfenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling deep ! 

Yet notev'n there, in that vaſt whirl of Death, 

Can there be tound ſo terrible a ruin, - 

As Man : falſe Man, ſmiling deſtruQive Man, | 
Pulch, Then thou haſt lav'd, Eude/ia, or my Siſter; 

Still riearer to my heart, ſo much the dearer; 

Becauſe our Fares are like, and hand in hand - 

Our Fortunes lead us through the Maze of Eife : 

I am glad that thou haſt lov'd; nay, lov'd with Danger ; 

. Since thou haſt *ſcap'd the ruin——Methinks it lightens 

The weight of my Calamities, that thou 

(In all things elſe fo perfe@t and Divine, ) 

Art yer a-kin to my Infirmity, | - 

And bear®ſt thy part in Loye's melodious iff ;- 

Love that like bane perfum'd infeQs the mind, 

That ſad delight that Charms all woman-kind. 4 
Atben, Yes, Madam, I confeſs, that Love has charm'd m 

But never ſhall again. No, I renounce himz \ 

Inſpire me all the wrongs of abu?d Women, 

All you that have been cozen*d by falſe Men : 

See what a ſtrict Example | will make; 

But for the Perjurics of. one I will revenge ye 

, For all that's paſt, thats preſent, and to come. | 
Pulch, O thou far more than the moſt Maſculine Vertue! 

W here our Aſtraa z where, O drowning brightneſs, 

W here haſt thou been ſo long? Let me again 

Proteſt my Admiration and my Love; 

Ler me declare aloud, while thou'art here, 

While ſuch clear Vertue ſhines within ow Circle, 

Vice ihall no more appear within the Palace, 

But hide her dazied Eyes, and this be call'd 

The holy Court: But lo, the Emperour comes: 


Enter Theodoſius, and Attendants; 
Beauty, like thine, may drive that Form away 


3 
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That has ſo'long entranc'd his Soul-—- My Lord PORTS 
Theed, If yer, alas! I might but hope to ſee her ; | 

But, oh forgive me Heav'n ! this wilder tart, 

That thus would reach impoſſibility : 

No, no, I never muſt behold her more, 

As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, 

As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in view. ; 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a Cure; 

With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire 

That tortur*d you ſo long——Behold this Virgin 

The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. 

Theo, Ha ! 
Pulch. She is your Siſters Charge, and made a Chriſtiao, 

And Athenais is Eudoſia now ; 

Be ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 

And for her Vertue ſhe tranſcends Example. 

Theod. O all ye bleſt above how can this be ?. : 

Am I awake, or 1s this poſlible ? [Athen. Kneels 
Pulcb. She kneels, my Lord, will you not go and raiſe her ? 
Theod, Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I am rooted here; 

Yer if laborious Love and Melancholy 

Have not o'recome me, and quite turn'd me mad, - 

It muſt be ſhe / :that naked dazling ſweetneſs : 

The very Figure of that morning Star, 

That drapping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 

Fled from the greedy Waves when I approach'd : 

Anſwer me,, Leontine, am | diſtracted ? 

Oc is'this true ? by thee in all encounters 


I will he ruV'd, in Temperance and Wildneſs, — 
When Reaſon claſhes with extravagance ; 
_ But ſpeak—— | 


Leon. *Tis true, my Lord, this is my Daughter, 
Whom I conceaÞd in Perſia from all Eyes | 
But yours, when chance direQed you that way. | 
beo. He fays, *tis true: Why then this heartleſs Carriage ? 
O? werel praaf againſt the Darts of Love, 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble-Lover 
That lies.withour a thought upon his. Tomb; = 
Would not this glorious dawn of Life run through me, 
Andwaken Death it ſelf-—._.Why am | flow then ? 
What hinders now but in ſpight of Rules | 
I burſt through all the bands of Death that hold me, [He kneels, 
And fly with ſuch a haſt ro that Appearance, 
As bury'd Sainrs ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? 
Athen. The Emperour at my- Feet ;- © Sir / forgive me, 
| a 4 38 * Drown 
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48 . * ©0e" Force-of Love...” © 29g. 
Drown me not thus with;xverlaſting ſhame ; _ . 
Both-Heav'a and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a view ? 
Nor 'can 1 bear it longer —— 
Leon, My Lord, ſhe is unworthy — 
Theo. * Ha !. what ſay*ſt thou, Leontine ! 
Unworthy ! O thou. Atheiſt ro-perteQtion ? 
All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair ; 
All that the gawdy Heav*ns conld drop down glorious ! 
Unworthy ſay*ſt thou ! Wert thou not her Father 
I fwear I would revenge But haſt, and teſl me, * 
For love like mine will bear no ſecond thought, 
Cn all the Henours of, the Orieat, 
Thus facrific'd with the moſt pure Aﬀetion, 
With ſpotteſs thoughts and languiſhing deſires, 
Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt ) - 
To thee, I ſpeak, thy Daughter tomy Bride ? 
Leon. My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch eſtimation, 
It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, © 
And quite o'er-whelms my Davghter with Confuſion ; 
Who with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd Glory. 
Theo, Let me embrace, and thank thee : O kind Heay?n ! 
O Atticus ! Pulcberia | O my Father ! ; 
Was ever change like mine ? Run through the Streets ; 
Who waits there ? Run, and lowd as Fame' can ſpeak, 
With Trumpet-ſounds proclaim your Emperor's joy. 
And as of-old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her they call the Mother of the Gods 
Let all work, ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian Head : - Let ſprightly Bowls 
Be doaPd about, and the toſs?d Cymbals ſound : 
Tell *em their much lamented Theodoſpus 
By Miracle is brought from Death to Life : 
His Melancholy's gone, and now once more 
He ſhall appear at the State's Helm again ; 
Nor fear a-Wrack while this bright Star dire& vs ; 
For while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no cowring Rocks 
Shall lie unſeen, but I will cuf my way | 
Secure as Neptune through the higheſt ſtream, 


And to the Port in ſafety ſteer the World. El 


Athen, Alas, my Lord, conſider my Extraction, 
With all my other Wants—— 
Theo, Peace, Empreſs, peace ! | 
No more the Daughter of old LZeontine.. \ 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 
Atben, My Father has diſpos'd me, ' you com pad me; Eo 
Th E at 
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J THEODUO STU'S: Or, 


What can I anſwer then but my Obedience ? 


Theo. Attend her, dear Pulcheria; and, oh tell her; 3 
Fo Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy. CEx. Pulch, and'Athen, 


O why io long ſhould I my: Joys delay * 

Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 
But to a moment change the tedious day. 

The day !. *cwill be an Age before to Morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, | 
Where we ſhall colg, and paſt Enjoyment li& 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes: 


Para. O, Theodoſpus ! 

Theo, Ha ! my Brother here ! | 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs ron o'er ? 

W hat is there more to wiſh'? Fortune can find 
No flaw in ſuch a glut of happineſs, ” 

To let one Miſery in O, my YVaranes ! 
Thou that of late 4didſt ſeem to walk oni' Clouds; 
Now give a looſe, let go the flackned Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 

As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 

Vara. My Lord, I am glad to find the Gale is turd, 
And give you Joy of this aufpicions Fortune. 
Plough on your way, with all your Streamers out-: 
With all your glorious Flags and Streamers ride 
Triumphant on—=-— And leave me to the Waves, 

The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the fure deſtrution 
And ready Gulphs that gape to fwallow me. 

Theo, It was thy Hard that drew me from the Grave, 
Who had been dead by this time to Ambition, 

To Crowns, to Titles, and my flighred Greatneſs, 
But ſtill as if each work of thine Ueferv'd 

The ſmile of Heav®n thy Theodo/jus met 

With ſomething dearer than his Diadem, 

With all that's worth a wiſh, thatS:wortk.z life ; 
I met with that which made'me Teave the world. 

Yara. And 1,0 turn of Chance! O curſed Fortune ! 
Have loſt at once all that: could make me happy. 
© ye too partial Powers / But now no more 
The Gods, my dear, my molt Tov'd Theodoſrus, 
Double all thoſe Joys that thou haſt met vpon thee ; 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy, - worthy more 
Than Jove in all his Prodigality 
Can cer beſtow in Bleſlings on Mankind ! 

And ob, methinks, my Soul is ſtrangely moy*d, 


| | = FIGS! 
Takes it the more unktndly of her Stars, . 

That thou and I cannot be'bleſt together : | 

For I mult leave thee, Friend ! this night muſt leave thee; 
To go in doubtful ſearch of what perhaps . 
I n&er ſhall find+: if fo my ara het ie 68 

Has order'd it : Why then farewel for ever, 

For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. 
. Theo, How ſenſible my tender Soul is grown 

Of what you utter ! O- my gallant Friend ! 
.O Brother! O Yaranes / Do not judge 
By what I ſpeak ! for Sighs will interrupt me; 

Judge by my Tears, judge-by theſe. ſtri& Embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve : ThoI have met 

With what in filence I ſo: long ador'd, 

Tho? in the Rapture of proteſting Joys, 
. T had ſet down to morrow for my Nouptials ; 

And' Atticus to Night = the Temple. , 
Yet my Yaranes, I will rob my Soul t 
Of all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 

And wander with thee in the. ſearch of that 

On which thy Life depends—— 
. Vara, If thisI ſuffer, 

Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, * 

And bred in Wilds : No, Theodofsus, no'; 

I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 

By all the Gods, to mention this no- more-: 

Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 

Than you expect, or I my ſelf imagine: 

What moſt I grieve, is that I cannot wait 

To ſee your Nuptials: Yet my Soul is with you; 

And all my Adorations to your Bride. 

Theo, What, my Care, will you be fo cruel 

As not to ſee my Bride before you go? 

Or are you angry at your Rivals Charms, 

Who has already raviſht half my Heart, 

That once was all your own ? 

Vara. You knowl am diſforder'd! 

My melancholy will not ſuit hey bleſt Condition, LExit. Theo, 
And the Gods know, ſince thon; my AMthbenais, 

Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 

To my pall'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoſt of Beauty, - 
And haunt my memory with the Iofs of thee. 


Entey Athenais, Theodoſins Leading bey. 


The, Behold, my Lord, the qccaſion of my Joy. 
'E2Z Vars, 


WDPtUoSIUS: U , | 
Vara. O ye rmracetel Gods ! Arantbes t oh'! 
Look there, and wonder : Ha ! igt "I AE 
Athen. My Lord, the Emperour ſays you are his | Froends 
He charges me to uſe my Intereſt, 
And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt 'fo long 
As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing 3 : 
I told him I was honour'd once to know you 3 + v9 
But that ſo ſlightly, as I could not warrant 
The grant of any thing that I ſhould ask youmo— 
Vara.-O Heaven ! and Earth} O AMtbenais ! why, 
VVhy doſt thon uſe me thus? Had I the VVorld, 
Thowknow'ſt it ſhould be thine, * 
Athen, I know not that——o— 
But yet, to-make ſure work, one half of it 
Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 
My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his Glory 
Scorns to be mov'd by the weak Breath of Woman ; 
He is all Heroe, bent for higher Game 3 
Therefore, tis nobler, Sir, to let him ga : | 
If not for him, my Lord, yet far my ſelf, | 
I muſt intreat the Favour to retire. -- CExit. Athen, &s. 
Vara. Death ! and Deſpair ! Confuſion ! Hell and! Furies.! - -. 
Theo, Heav*®a guard thy Health, and: ftill-preſerve thy Vertye, 
VVhat ſhould this mean ? ;I-fear the' Conſequence, | 
For *cis too plain they know each other well. 
Vara. Undone ! Arantbes !- loſt, undone for ever, 
I ſee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 
As plain-as if I ſaw the Book of Fate : 
Yet [ will muſter all my Spirits up, - + . 
Digeſt my Griefs, ſwallow. the tiſing, Paſſions: - 
Yes, I will ſtand this Shock of, all the Gods 
VVell as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. 
Theo, You muſe, my Lord :: and if you'll give me leave” 
To judge your thoughts, they ſeem employ'd at preſent 
About my Bride : I gueſs you know her too. 
Para. His Bride ! O Gods! give me a moments Patience ! 
I muſt confeſs the ſight of Atherazs, - ; : , 
VVhere I ſo little did expe to ſee: her, | 
So grac'd and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my, wonder 3 
But what exceeds al admiration, WC: 2 
That you ſhould talk of making her your Bride. 
"Tis ſuch a blind effe&t of monſtrous ForWne, «;: 
That tho? I well remember you affirm'd it, 
I cannot yet believe—=——— Ws 
- . Theo, Then now believe me: 
By all the Pow'rs Divias, 1 will ſpouſe, her. þ 


_ 


Fara, 
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Vara. Ha! I ſhall leap the bounds, Come, come,” my Lord: 31.7 
By all theſe Pow'rs younam'd, I fay you muſt not, | 
Theo. 1 ſay, I will; and who ſhall bar my pleaſure-2 *v&4 
Yet more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul 
Weigh but with Foxtune Merit in the Balance 
And Athenais loſes by the Marriage. "gt | 
Vara. Relentleſs Fates /- malicions cruel Pow! rs; N 
O for what Crime do you thus rack/your CreguegF..* 
Sir, I muſt tell you this unkingly meanneſg:? tor 0. | 
Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well, WO{ 2419 Gig 2 
But in an Oriental Emperqur {' ; 122:INht 743 237 
It gives offence; nor can you without Scandal, "Of 
Witkout the notion of a-groveling Spirit, - 1 \ ern 14891. Dr IA 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Zrontine, *54 1 #120 Poon nes 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have'been lnyTutor,” 79319104 ? 
Theo. He has ſo well acquitted, that Employment; | 
Breeding you upto fuch-agallant height! ly 19 
Of full perfetion, and imperial greatniefs, E 5. 
That evn for this reſpett, if-for- no other, wo? tis 5: 
I will eſteem him wortby while Tlive, ' - M91 71 
Vara, My-Lord, you'll pardon meia: licleFroadom ? 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a : Cauſe, 3% 
Who-ever flatters you, tho” ne&'er ſ@ near :;: ;! | Mt” 
Related to your Blood, ſhobld beſuſpeded. 4 
Theo, If Friendſhip, would admit a cold Suſpicion; 
After what I have heard, and ſeen to day, L 1861 | 
Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpe&'Varancs." | | 
Vara. He has ſtung me to the; Heart: my Groans will choke me... 
Unleſs my ſtrugling Paſſion gets a vent. ' 
Out with it then——1 can no;mars; difſemblem=—= x 
«es, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduge me to '' 
The laſt neceſſity, | muſt confe@&its:. 14-25 | 
I muſt avow my Flame for Athenain; 10 15 1 | 
I am all Fire! my;Paſſion cats 'me; up, 
It grows incorporate with my fleſly and Blood. Pr 
My Pangs redouble, now they cleave my heart / 
O Athenais ! O Eudoſig—— 0h ———— | 
"Though plain as day I ſee my own deſtruction, 
Yet to my death, and oh, tet all the Gods 
Bear Witneſs ? | ſwear | will adore thee. 
* Theo. Alas! Varanes, Which of us twothe Heayns: 
Have mark'd for death is yet aboye the Stars; 
But while we live let us preſerve onr Friendflip ". {A * 
Sacred and juſt, 'as we haye ever done; +, 4! Aid ©, 
'This only Mean in two ſuch hard Extreams: +; II - 
Remains for both ; To morrow you ſhall ſee her, ROS 
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Widal OubSay in ker own Apartment | __ 
Take your own time, ſay all you can to gain her, 
If you can win her, lead;her into Perſ3a; 
If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here. 
Vara.: Still worſe and-worſe! Or Theodofous ! oh, 
I cannot ſpeak for ſighs, wy death: is —_—_ 
By this laſt ſweetne{#;- bad you been leſs: good, 
- I might have hop*d&:5: but now my.Doom's at hand, 
- Go then, and take her, rake hgr-to the'/Temple': 
The Gods too give you joy. ,' Qr:Athenuis / 
Why does thy Image mock my Fooliſh ſorrow ? 
- O Theodofius, do not ſegyny; Tearws: 
Away, and leave me . leave'meto'tlie' Grave). 
Theo. Farewel ; lets leave the Hiueto the Heav*ns, 
-I will prepare your way with-all that Hononr 
Can urge in your, behalf, tho*'to my Ruine, LEx. Theod. 
Vara. Ol could tear my Limbs, and! eatmy Ele; 
Fool that I. was, fond, proud,*vais-glorious#ool? +. | 14) 
Damnr'd be all Courts, and-trtbledannd Ambition 
-Blaſted be thy remembrance ! Curſtson thee, 
And pla es onmligeert fall mo that ſcek the, / 
. Have comfort, Siri) : + mos” 
Os. Away, and leave me;: Villain 7 
Traytor, who wrought mefirittolimy FIT | 
Yet ſtay and helpabe;he w-corſe my'pride,- 
Help me to wiſh that I had:n&er” been Royal, / 
That I had never heard the namwofCyyncy 
 Eimtmytfilt: Brawl ia Courrbadt bers an Lt mv 2: 
O that 1 had been born ſome Swain, | "9071 
And never known aditedalgreati>fowaingr «> PE ; 
Where I extreams mightnoubegftretd te chooſe, : | 
And bleſt with ſome mean air > > ape could tos : 
* Where the dearer Paitner of my: 
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Hail to the Adyrile ſhade, all Hail to the Nymphs of the Fields, 
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, tho Vir-tue all free-dom yields. 
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Kings will not her in_ 
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Beanty here opens her arms to ſoften the languiſhing mind, and 
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Phillis #2 locks her Charms, ah Phillis! ab! why ſo kind? 
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. Beauty here opens. her Arms to ſoften the languiſhing mind, and 
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Beauty here opens her Arms to ſoften the languiſhing mind, ayd. 
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Chor, Beauty bere opensber Arms, - - | | Fa 
| To ſoften the languiſhing mind; | 
And Phillis wnlocks ber Charms ; 
Ah Phillis! ab why ſo kind ? 
2. 
Phillis, thou Soul of Lowe, 
Thou joy of the Neightring Smains 5. 
Phillis that Crowns the Grove, . 
And Phillis that guilds the Plans. 
Ghor, Phillis, that ne*er bad the $kill, 
" To paint, to _ and be fine ; 
Yet Phillis whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature hath made Droume. 


3- 
Phillis, wha/e charming Song, 
Makes labour and pains a delight ;, 
Phyllis that makes the day young, 
' And ſhortens the live-long night, 
Chor. Phillis, «whoſe 1:ps lrke May, 
Still laughs at !»+ ſweets that they bring 3 
Where Love never knows decay, 
But ſets with Eternal Spring, 


IS 
_—_—G 


ACTI. SCENE I 


Enter Marcian, arid Lucius at a diſtance, 


Marc. H E General of the Oriental Armies, . 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could gives 
Tis gone: why what care |: O Fortune, Fortune? 
Thou laughing Empreſs of this bulie World, 
Marcian dehes thee now 
Why what a thing is adiſcarded Favourite? 
He who but now tho” longing to retire, 
Cowd not for buſie Waiters be alone, 
Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſet 
With a full-Crond, and an Eternal Court; 
When on&& the Favour of his Prince is turn'd, 
Shur'd as a Gholt, the clouded Man appears 3 
And all the gaudy worſhippers forſake him ; 
fares it now with me where-&er I come, SO 
S if I were another Catalzine, | 
The Courtiers riſe, and no man will fit near me, 
As it the Plague were 0n me all men fly me; 


'O 0. Lucius" ? Lucius! if thouleav'ſtn me too, an EAEFIS cf 
1 think, I ſwear I think I cord not Hear it 5- 
—But, like a Slave, my Spirit broke, with'Suffering, 

Should on theſe Coward Knees fall Gown and 'beg, 
Once to be great again——— 
Luc, Forbid it, Heav®n ! 
That &er the noble XMarcian condeſcend 
Ta ask of any, but the Immortal Gods; 
Nay, I avow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
'Spight of the Court, you ſhall bE great as Ceſar. 
Mar. No, Lucius, no ; the Gods repel that humour. 
- Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt ere long \ 
Leave this bad Court ; let-us, like Veterans, 
Speak out—— Thou Giſt, *alas! as great as Caſar: 
But where's his Greatneſs ? ? Where 1s his ambition? 
If any Sparks of Vertue yet remain : 
In this poor Figure of the Roman Glory ; 
I ſay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, | 
Compar'd with what his great Fore-Fathers were ? 
How ſhould he lighten then, or awe the World, 
W hoſe Soul in Courts is but a Lambenat-fire, 
And ſcarce, O Rome! a Glow-worm in the Field : 
Soft, Young, Religious, God-like qualities, 
* Fer onethat ſhould recover the loſt Empire : 
And wade through Seas of Blood, ahd walk o'er Mountains 
-Of ſlaughter*d Bodies to immortal Honour, 
Luc. Poor heart ! he pid a-while ago for Love; 
Marc. And for. his Miſtreſs yow?*d to leave the World ; 
But ſome new chance it ſeems has chang'd his Mind, 
A Maryiage ! but to whorn, or. whence ſhe came, 
None knows : ,but yet a Marriage is proclaim'd, 
Pageants prepar'd 3 the Archesare adofn'd ; 
The Statues Crown'd ;,the Hippodrome daes groan 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors; 
The Theatre is oper'd toog where he , . | 
And the hot Perſe an mean to*att their Follies. 
Gods! Gods ! Is this-the lmage of our Caeſars? 
Is this the Model of our- lus ? © 
O why fo poorly have you Ita! pt Rome s glory,” 
Not Rome's but yours! is<this. Man fit'eo beaf it? - 
This waxen Portraiture of Majeſty ! =. 6 rt rp 
Which every warmer Paſſion: .does mar'down, + 4 phage! 
And makes him fonder than a Woman's 14K A 
Luc. Thus much I know fo the trernil! _y _ 
Of the Imperial Blood; this,up Ce I þ 
Ws fine new Queen is "9 & flo "ufc X Plrets; 3 
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Nay, baſely born ! but that?s alt one to him, 
He likes and loves, and tnerefore marries her. 

Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall 1 not tell him of it ? 
I feel this big-ſwollen throbbing Roman Spirit 
Will burſt, unle( I utter what I ought. 


Enter Pulcheria with a Paper in her hand, and Julia, 
Marc. Pulcheria here !, why ſhe's the Scourge of Marian 
I tremble tqo when ever ſhe approaches , 
And my Heart dances an unuſual meaſure ; 
Spite of my ſelf I bluſh and cannot {ti 
W hile ſhe 1s here W hat, Lucius, can this mean ? 
"Tis faid Calphurnia had the heart of Ceſar : 
Auguſtus doted on the Wubtle Livia : 
Why then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger ? 
Oh didſt thou mark her when her Fury lightned, 
She ſeem'd all Goddeſs ; nay, her Frowns became her, 
There was a Beauty in her very Wildneſs. 
Were I a Man born great as our firlt Founder, 
Sprung trom the Blood Divine: Burt I am calt 
B:yond all poſlibility of Hope. | 
Pulch, Come hither, Marcian ! read this Paper o'er, 
And mark the ſtrange neglecteot Theoudoſius - 
He ſigns what-&er I bring 3 perhsps you have heard 
To morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athens, 
New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nan'd Fudo/za; 
VVhom he more dearly prizes thaa his Empire : 
Yet in this Paper he hath ſer his Hand, 
And ſeaPd it too with tl*l[mperial Signet, 
That ſhe ſhould loſe her Head to morrow morning. 
Marc, *Tis*not for me to judge; yer this ſeems ſtrange— 
Pulch. T know he rather would commit a murder 
On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 
Of her to bleed ; yet, Marcian, what inight follow, 
If I were envious of this Virgins Honour, 
By his raſh paſſing whatſoever I ctie; - ' 
VVithout a view =— ha, but I had forgot ! 
Trulia, let's haſte from this infectious Periono 
I had forgot that Marcian 17as a Traytor ; 
Yet by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear 'tis pity, 
That one fo form?®d by Nature for all: Honour, 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 
The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Couraze, 
Should not be honeſt :; Julia, is't not pity ?.o— 
O Marcian, Marcian ! I could weep to think 
Vertue ſhould loſe it ſelt as thine has done. 
3% . L 


— - - 


Repent, raſh Man, if yet *tis not too late, 
And mend thy Errors ; ſo farewel for ever, [C Ex, Pulch. Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever ! no, Madam, ere I go, A 
I am reſolv*d to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me : 
Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Traytor's Head ? 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. 
Luc, Perhaps yow'll laugh at what I am going to ſay ; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think *tis true : 
Pulcheria loves this Traytor ! Did you mark her ? 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment ; 
Makes you her Cotnſellor, and tells her Secrets, 
 Astoa Friend; nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
And ſays, *tis pity that you are not honeſt, 
With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry, 
As none but Love could make : Then taking leave, 
Through the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Sout at every Glance ; 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a mind 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her, 
Marc. Alas! thou doſt not know her, nor do 1 ! 
Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her ; 
But let's away. This Paper is of uſe, 
Luc.. I gueſs. your purpoſe 3 * * 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy you'll uſe him, 
There is yo other way. 
HMarc. Yes, if he be not 
Quite dead with ſleep, for ever loſt to Honour, 
Marcian with this ſhall rouze him. O, my Zuclus ! q 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the great Theodoſ1us, 
And thundering Conſtantine appear before me : 
They charge me as a Soldier to-chaſtiſe him, 
To laſh him with keen words from lazy Love, 
And ſhew him how. they trod the paths of honour.. FExcunt, 


SCENE IL 


Theodoſus lying on a Conch, with two Boys dreſt like Cupids 
ſmging to' bim as be ſleeps, 


Happy day !” ab bappy day, 
That Czfar's Beams did firſt diſplay; - 
So peaceful was the happy day. | 
»The Gods themſelves did-all look down, 
The Royal Infam”s Birth to Crown, 
So pleas*d, they fearce did on the' guilty frown. 
Happy 


- Happy day ! ab bappy day |! 
- And ob thrice happy bour, © 
That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Por, 
For thus the Gods detlare to Men, 
No day like this ſhall ever come agen, 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 
Theo, Ha ! what raſh thing art thov, who ſet'ſt fo ſmall 
A value on thy Life, thus to preſume 
Againſt the fatal Orders | have given, 
Thus to entrench on Czſar's ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy ruine ? 
Marc, Mighty Ceſar, 
I have tranſpreſt, and for my Pardon bow 
To thee, as to the Gods when1 offend : 
Nor can I doubt your Mercy, when you know 
The nature of iny Crime, I am Commiſſion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee thanks and praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind ! whoſe Conquring Arms \ 
Already drown the Glory of great Fuhts, 
Whoſe deeper reach in Laws and Policy, 
Makes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heay®n ? 
What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertne ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
With Conqueſt thus to over-run the World, 
And make Barbarians tremble ? O, ye Gods ! 
Should Deſtiny now end thee ia the Bloom, 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 
Of lov'd Germanicus, thy Funerals 
Like his, are ſolemniz'd with Tears and Blood. 
Theo. How, Marcian ! 
Marc. Yes, the raging Multitude, 
Like Torrents, ſet no bound to their mad prief ; 
Shave their Wives Heads, and tear off their own Hair ; 
With wild Deſpair they bring their Infants out, 
To brawl their Parcats ſorrow in the Streets ; 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt ; 
With Stones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
Pull down their Altars ; break their Houſhold Gods 
And ſtill the Univerſal Groan is this, 
Conſtantinople's loſt, our Empires ruin'd : 
Since he is gone, that Father of his Conntry ; 
Since he is dead, O Life, where is thy Pleaſure ? 
O Rome ! On conquer d World, where is thy Glory ? 
Theo, I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy Mangers 


F 2 Thou 


houdoſt nphraid me ; but no more of this, 
lor for chy Life - 
Marc. What's Life without my Honour ? 
Could you transform your ſelf into-a Gorgon, 
Gr make that beardleſs Face like Jupiter's, 
[ would be heard in ſpight of all'your Thunder : 
O pow'r of Guiir, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
W hich Vertue brings ; like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman-healer, - But, by the Gods, 
Before I go Pl rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 
This is a Debt to the great Theodoſaus, 
The Grand-father of your Illuſtrious Wood} ; 
And then tarewell for ever. 
Tyco, Preſuming Marcian ! - 
What canſt thou urge againſt my Ianocence ? 
Through the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs Youth, 
E\*a to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
One wicked at which I have done to ſhame me. , 
, Marc. This-may be true: yet if you give the ſway 
To other Hands, and your poor Subjects ſutter, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O Theodoſius credit me, who know 
The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure Kings ; 
In after-times, if thus you ſhould go on, 
Your Memory by Warriers will be ſcorn'd, 
As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd ; 
They will deſpiſe your floth, and backward caſe, 
More than they hate the others Cruelty. 
And what a thing, ye Gods, is ſcorn or pity? 
Heap on me, Heav®n, the hate of all Mankind ; 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation : 
Let me be horrid to all apprehenſion, 
And. the World ſhun me, 1o1 eſcape but Scorn. 
Theo. Prithee, no more ! 
Marc, Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons ; 
And ſay, thus cruel Vero once reſolv'd 
 Oa Galb?'s Inſurredtion, for Revenge, 
To give all France as Plunder to the Arms, 
To poiſon the whole Senate ata Feaſt ; 
To burn the City, turn the wild Beaſts out ; 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on the Multitude 
That ſo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd the Fire; 
Fie might at once deſtroy Rebellious Rome, : 
Theo. O cruelty ! why tel thou me of this 2: 
Am 1 of ſuth a barbarous bloody temper ? 


Mare. 
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Marc, Yet ſome will ſay, this ſhew'd he had a fpirit, 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That ſavour*d of a Roman; but for you, 
What can your partial Sycophgnts invent, 
To make you roorftamong the Emperours ? 
W hoſe utmoit is the ſmalleſt part of Ners; 
A pretty Player, one that can act a Heyoe, 
And never be one. O ye immortal Gods, 
Is this the old Ceſarian Majeſty ? 
Now, in the name of our great Romulus, 
W hy ſing you not, and fiddle too as he did ? 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phenaſcus ? 
One to take care of your Cceleſtial Voice? 
Lie on your Back, my Lord, and on your Stomach 
Lay a thin Plate of Lead, abſtain from Fruits; 
And when the Buſineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire with your looſe Friends, to coſtly Banquets, 
White the lean Army groans upon the Ground. 
Theo, Leave me, I ſay, leſt I chaſtiſe thee : 
Hence, be gone, I ay—— 
Marc. Not till you have heard me out —— 
Build too, like him, a Palace lin*d with Gold, 
As long and large as that to the Efquiline ; 
Incloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea, 


»And at the Empires coſt let Navies meet : 


Adorn your ſtarry Chatnbers foo with Gems, 
Contrive the plated Ceilings to turn round, 
With Pipes to caſt Ambroſian Oils upon you: 
Conſume with. his prodigious Vanity, 
In meer Perfumes and Odorons Diſtillations, 
Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, | 
Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, . 
And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings, 
No matter what becomes of the poor Soldier ; 
So they perform the Drudgery they are fit for 
Why let *em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
Drob as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches. 
Theo, Come, you are a Traytor ! 
Marc. Go too, you area Boy —— 


*'Or by.the GodS=— 


Theo, If Arrogance, like this, 
And to the Emperour's Face, ſhould *ſcape unpuniſh'd, 
Pll write my ſelf a Coward die then, Villain, 
A Death too glorious for ſo bad a Man, 
By Theodoſius's hand. [Marcian diſarms him, but is wounded. 


Marc. Now, Sir, where are you? 
| | What 
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What, in'the name of afl-our Romas Spirits, 
Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate? 
- Has he not cut me off from all my Honours ? 
Torn my Commiſſions, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Baviſht,the Court, a Vagabond for ever ? 
Does not the Soldier hourly ask it from me? 
- Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge *em ? 
What hinders now, but that I mount the Throne ? 
And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 
The Armies court me, and my Countries Cauſe ; 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece perſwade me. 
Shew but this Roman Blood which he has drawn, 
They'll make me Emperour whether I will or no: 
Did not for leſs than this the latter Brutus, 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in Perſon, head, + 
Againſt his Friend, a black Conſpiracy ? 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World ? 
Theo. At as you pleaſe, I am within your Power, 
Marc. Did not the former Brutus, for the Crime 
Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom ? 
And ſhall this Prince too, by permitting others 
To ac their wicked Wills and lawleſs Pleaſures, 
Raviſh from the Empire its dear Health, 
Well-being, Happineſs, and ancient Glory, 
Go on in this diſhonourable reſt ? 
Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the ſary'd Troops 
Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp; 
And like pin*d Birds, for want of ſuſtenance, 
Fecd on the Haws and Berries of the Fields / 
Otemper/ temper me ! ye gracions Gods / 
Give to my Hand forbearance, to my Heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty ! I would but ſhake him, 
Rovze him a little. from this death of Hononr, 
And ſhw him what he ſhould be. | 
Tyeo. You accuſe me, 
As it | were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of- 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army, then 
Of taking your Commiſſion: But, by Heav*n, . 
I ſwear, O Marcian! this I never did, 
*Nor ere intended it : Nor ſay I this 
To alter thy ſtern uſage; for with what : 
Thou haſt ſaid, and done, and bronght to my remembrance; 
I grow already weary of my life, _ 
Alarc, My Lord, I take your word: you do not know 
The wonnds which rage within your Country's Bowels : 
I tc horrid uiage of the ſult ring Soldfer ; _ 


But 


But why will not our Theodo/3us know, OI Er en mn 
If you intruſt the Government to others | " 
That a& theſe Crimes; who but your ſelfs to blame 2? ' 
Be witneſs, ye Gods ! of my plain dealing, 
Of Marciar's honeſty, how-t'er degraded : 
I thank you for my baniſhment ! but alas ! 
My loſs is little to what ſoon will follow ;. 
Refle& but on your ſelf and your own Joys: 
Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you ! 
*Twas rumour'd through the Ciry that you lov'd : 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be folemniz'd; 
When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the lov'd Eudoſaa, 
Should loſe her Head. . | 
Theo: O Heav*n, and Earth! What ſay'ſt thou; 
That I have ſeal'd the death of my Endoſia? 
Marc..*Tis your own Hand and Signet: Yet I ſwear, 
Tho? you have giv*n-to Female hands your ſway, 
And therefore I, as well as the whole Army, 
For ever ought to curſe all Woman-kind Ot 
Yet when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doon'd, 5 
And on the Scaffold, for that purpoſe raigd, 
Without the walls appear*d before the Army ! 
Theo, What, on a Scaffold ! ha, before the Army !. 
Marc. How quickly was the Tide of Fury turn'd ! 
To ſoft Compailion and relenting Tears: But when the Axe 
. Sever'd, the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth ; 
From that fair Body, had you heard the groan, 
Which like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran 
Through all the armed Hoſt, you. would have thought, 
By the immediate Darkneſs that fell round us 
W hole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a Suit*ring, 
And all the Gods were angry. 
Theo. O Pulcheris ! : 
'- Cruel ambitious Siſter, this muſt b | 
Thy doing. O ſupport me, noble Marcian ! 
Now; now's the time, if thou dar'ſt ſtrike; behold 
I offer thee my Breaſt, with my laſt Breath, 
Pl thank thee too, if naw thou draw'ſt my Blood, 
Were I to live, thy Counncel ſhall dire& me ; 
But *tis too late [ He ſwoons, 
Marc. He faints! what, hoa there, Zucius ! LEnter Lucius. - 
My Lord, the Emperonr, Eudoſaa lives ; 
She's here, or will be in a minute, moment, 
Quick as a thoughr ſhe calls you to the SR 
O Lucius, help——1 have gone too far.; but ice, 


_— 
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4 breaths again—Eudo/a has awak'd him. 


Theo. Did you not name Eude/ta ? 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives; 
I did but feign the ſtory of her Death, 
To find how near you plac'd her to your Heart : 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever I rebuke you thus again : | 
Yet 'tis molt certain, that you ſign'd her death, 
Not knowing what the wiſe Pulcheria off c1*d, 
Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you : + 
But by my Life and Fame, 1 did- not think 
It would have toucht your Life. O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Empy*rour ! Royal Maſter / 
Droop not becauſe I utter*d ſome raſh words, 
And was a mad Man—by th'immortal Gods ! 
I love you as my Soul: what &er I ſaid, : 
My thoughts were otherwiſe ; believe theſe Tears 
Which do not uſe to flow; all ſhall be well : 
I ſwear that there are.Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 
To attone for all the Crimes in this bad Aze. 

Theo. I thank thee firſt for my Eudo/ia's Life. | © 
What, but my Love, could have cali'd back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate ! But oh, methought 
* Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard from thee, 

From him l ever reverenc'd as my Father, * 
To hear ſa. harſh a Meſſage=——but no more : 
We are Friends : Thy hand ; Nay, if thou wilt not riſe; 
And let me told my Arms about thy Neck, 
Pl not believe thy Love ! In this forgive me. 
Firſt let nie wed Eudo/za, and well out; 
We will, my General, and make amends 
For all that's paſt : Glory and Army ye call, : 
And Marcoan leads me On ——— 
arc, Let her not reſt then, 
Eſpouſe her ſtraight ; PII ſtrike you at a heat; 
May this great humour get hrge growth within you, 
And be encourag'd by the emboldning Gods, . 
O what a ſight will this be to the Soldier, 
To ſee me bring you dreſt in ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhoutmg Squadrons——0O ye Gods! 
Methinks I hear the echoing Cries of Joy; 
The ſound of Trumpets, and the beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Earth, 
As it ſome God by Miracle had rais'd him, 
And with bezholding. you grow fat again. 
Nothing but gazing Eyes, and opening Mouths; 
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Cheeks 


Cheeks red with Joy, and lifted Hands about you : 
Some wiping the glad Tears that trickle down 
With broken 1's, and with ſobbing Raptures, - 
Crying to Arms : Hes come !. our Emprour's come 
To win the World. . Why is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Lady's lap, and fleeping, 
Faſting, or praying ? Come, come, you ſhall be merry : 
And for Eudo/1a, ſhe is yours already : 
Marcian has ſaid it, Sir, ſhe- ſhall be yours. 

Theo. O Marcian ! oh my Brother !- Father ! all :: 
Thou beſt of- Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 
Pll find a Match for thee too cer 1 reſt, \ 
To make thee love me. For when thou art with-me- 
Pm ſtrong and well; but when thou art gone, I am nothing, 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius. 

Theo, Alas ! Eudoſia, tell me what to ſay ; 

For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a word 
Of that which I have ſworn to fee perform'd; 

Athen, I am perfeQly obedient to your pleaſure; 

Theo. Well, then I come to tell thee, that Yaranes 
Of all mankind is neareft to my- Heart; 

Þ love him, dear Eudo/1a; and to prove 

That Love on trial, all my Bloods too little ; 

Ev'n thee, if I were ſure to die this moment, . 

(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 

Is off!) © thou my SouPs moſt tender Joy, . 

With my laſt Breath I-would bequeath him thee. 
Athen, Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me to him. 
Theo. No, my Ewdoſta;, no, I will not yield thee, 

While I have Life; for Worlds I will not yield thee : 

Yet, thus far I am engag'd to let thee know, . 

He loves thee, Athenass, more than ever.. 

He languiſhes, . deſpairs, and dies like me ;; 

And I have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee. 

Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt your ſelf, 
And me ? Why have you paſt your fatal word? * 
Why wilt you truſt me, who am now afraid 
To truſt my felf? Why do you leave me naked 
To an aſlault, who had made proof my Vertue,. 

With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more. . 

For, oh with trembling Agonies 1 ſpeak-it, 

] cannot ſee a Prince, whom once I loy'd,. 

Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, . 

In all the violent Trances of Deſpair, | 

Without a forrow, that perhaps may end me.. _ ih 

; G. Theo... 
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Theo, 'O ye ſeverer Pow'rs ! too cruel Fate ! | 

'Did ever Love tread ſuch a maze before ? 

Yet, Athenais, ſtill I truſt. thy Vertue ; 

Bur if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 

Give, give thy ſelf away ; yet ſtill remember, - 

That moment Theodoſaus is no more, <—— My 

| og LEx. Theo. with-Attic.,Pulc;Leon, 

Athen, Now glory ! now, if ever thou didſt work 'A 

In Woman's Mind, aſhiſlt me——Qq my Heart, . 

Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wer? a breaking ? 
Down, down, I ſay, think on thy Injuries, . 

Thy wrongs ! thy wrongs. ?Tis well my Eyes ate dry, 
- And all within my Boſom now'is ſtill. 


Enter Varanes, leaning ou Aranthes. 


'Ha ! -is this he ! or igft Yaranes Ghoſt 2? 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 
Trembling and pale ; I muſt not dare to view him ; 
For oh1 feel his melancholy here, 
And fear I ſhall too: ſoon partake his ſickneſs ! 

Vara. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſenſible by ſome ſevere Afﬀidion, 
How all their Crimes are regiſtred in Heav*n, 
In that nice Court, how no raſh word eſcapes, 


But ev*n extravagant Thoughts are all ſet down: * 
Thus the poor penitents with Fear approach : 
The Reverend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow ; . _ [Kneels, 


Thus melting too, they waſh the hallowed Earth, 
And groan to be forgiven ——— 
O Empreſs! O Eudoſia ! ſuch you'are now, 
Theſe are yous. Titles, and 1 muſt not dare 
Ever to call you Atberars more. . 
Athen, Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let me intreat you riſe, 
I will not hear you in that humble Poſture : 
Riſe, or I muſt withdraw«—s The World will bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 
Sprung from Immortal Cyrus, on his Knees | | 
Before the Daughter of a poor Philofopher. ” 
Vara. *Tis juſt, you righteous Gods! my Doom is juſt ; 
Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate her Anger.- 
If poſſible, Pll aggravate my Crimes, 
That ſhe may rage till ſhe has broke my heart : 
For all I fow defire, and let the Gods, 
Thoſe cruel Gods that joyn to my undoing, 
Be Witneſſes to this pnnatural Wiſh, 
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Is 


/ orce of Love 
Is to fall dead without a Wound before her. 


Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia,: are too heavy. 

Vara. Not worth a word, a look, nor one regard ! 
- Is then the Nature of my Fault ſo hainous, 

That when I come to take my eternal leave, 
You'll not vouchſafe to view me ? This is ſcorn, 
Which the fair Soul of gentle Athenais, 
Wow'd nC&er have harbour'd 
O, for the ſake of him, whom you ere-long 
Shall hold as faſt as now your Wiſhes form him, 
Give me a patient hearing ; for however | 
I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 
I would deliberate with my Fate a while, 
With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt ;. 
Pauſe o'er a loſs like that of Athenats, 
And parley with my ruine. 

Athen. Speak, my Lord; 
To hear you is the Emperor's Command ; 
And for that Cauſe I readily obey, | 

Vara. The Emperour, the Emperour's Command 
And for that Cauſe ſhe readily obeys. 

I'thank you, Madam, that on any terms 

You condeſcend to hear Mem—_— 

Know then, Eudoſia, Ah, rather let me call thee: 
By the lov'd Name of Athenais {till ; 

That Name that I ſo often have invok'd ! 

And which was ence auſpicious ta my Vows; 

So oft at Midnight figh*d amongſt the Groves, 

The Rivers murmur and the Echo's burden, 
Which every Bird could ſing, and Wind did bear ! 
By that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation, 

By all thats good on Earth, or bleſt in Heav'n; 
I:ſwear I love thee more, far more than,ever, 
With conſcious Bluſhes too ! Here, help me, Gods ! 
Help me to tell her, tho' to. my Confuſion, 

And everlaſting Shame z yet I mult tell her, 

I lay the Perſian Crown before her Feet. 


Athen, © ye known ſounds ! But I muſt ſteel my Soul. 


Athen, My Lord, I thank you, and to expreſs thoſe thanks, , ' 


As nobly as you offer 'em, I return 
The gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emp'rour ; 

Not but I know 'tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty ; 

And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With hopes of being great. 
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Vara. Ah, Madam ! ! ah, you wrong me ; by the Gods 
I had repented er l knew the Emp' FOUr—— 
Athen, You find perhaps, too late, that Athenais, 
However flighted for her Birth and Fortune, 
- Has ſomething in her Perſon, and'her Vertue, 
Worth the Regard of Emperours themſelves ; 
And, to return the Complement you gave 
My: Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory i is to have been your Tutor : 
I here proteſt, by Vertue, aad by Glory, 
" I ſwear by Heavn and all-the Pow'rsDivine, 
The abandon'd Daughter of that poor old Man 
Shall n&er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus: 
Vara, O Death to all my Hopes ! what haſt thou ſworn ? 
To turn me wild ! Ah curſed Throne of Cyrus, 
Would thou hadſt been oerturn'd and laid in Duſt, 
His Crown too Thunder-ſtruck.* My Father, all 
The Per/1an Race, like poor Darius, ruin'd, C 
Blotred, and ſwept for ever from the World; 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy REMmembrance=— 
Athen. O Heav*n ! I had forgot the baſe Aﬀront 
Offer'd by this proud Man ! a Wrong ſo great, 
It is remov'd beyond all hope of Mercy': © 
He had deſign'd to bribe my Father's ect,” a 
And by unlawful means —— | 
Fly from my ſight, left 1 hecome a Fury | 
And break thoſe Rules of Temperance I propos'd ; 
Fly, fly, Yaranes ! fly this ſacred place 
Where Vertne and Religion ate” profeſe'd : 
This City will not harbbur Infidels,, 
Traytors to Chaſtity, licentious. Princes 3 
Be gone, I ſay, thou canft not here he ſafe, 
Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad 
In foreign Courts thowlt find a thouſard Beahtties 
That will comply. for Gold, for Gold they'It weep, 
For Gold be fond as* Atbengis war; _ 
And charm thee ſtill as if they tovwd indeed. 
Thow'lr find enough Companiohs too for Riot : 
Luxuriant all, and Royal as thy ſelf, * 
Tho' thy loud Vices ſhould refound to Heav” n. 
Art thou not gone yet ? 
Vara. No, I am charm'd to heat you :".. 
O from my Soul I do confeſs my ſelt ua i: 
The very hlot of Honoor 1, 1am more' blatY 7 
Than thov, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 
With all thy $lorious Eloquence, ' cant make me. 
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. 4 Orce ! O0P8, - * T 
Athen, Away, Yaranes. | Ln 
Vara, Yes, Madam, I am going——— 

Nay, by the Gods, I do not. ask thee pardon 4 

Nor while I live will ] implore thy mercy : 

But when I am dead, if as thon doſt return, / 

With happy T heodoſzus from the Temple; 

If as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the "A 

Thou chance to meet the.cold Yaranes there, - © ' * fiat 

Born by his Friends to his Eternal home; | 155 EIB 

Stop then, O Athenais! and behold me; 

Say as thou hang?ſt about the Emp*rour%s Neck, 

Alas! my Lord, this ſight is worth our pity's 5 

If to thoſe pitying words, thou add'4"Tear; s | | 

Or give one parting groan—lf Poſſible, '' + 50; 

If the good Gods will grant ay Soul the freedomy"! | 

Pll leave my Shrowd, and wake from Death to thank thee 
 Athen, He ſhakes my reſolution from the Bottom : 

My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his'behalf, 

And ſays my Vertue has been too ſevere. 4 
Vara. Farewell ! O Empreſs: No, Athengis, now 

I will not call thee by that tender Name,! 

Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, > 

And all my Pow'rs are now refolv'd on Death. 

'Tis ſaid, that from my: Youth I have been raſh, 

Cholerick, and hot, [but let the Gods now judge 

By my laft wiſh, ifever patient Man | 

Did calmly bear ſo great:a'loſs as mine 3 

Since *tis ſo doom'd, by Fate you muſt be wedded, 

For your own Peace, when I am laid in Earth, 

Forget that e're Yaranes had a Being 3 

Turn all your Soul to Theodofius Boſom : * 

Continue Gods their Days, 'and make*etn long - 

Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen, 

And many Children, beauteousas : the Mother, | 

And pious as the Father, make %em linile. | Ea; 

= O Heav*ns?:''.- \.- 

- my Farewell-—+PH trouble you no more : 
The malady that's lodg?d within grows Kronger;/ 
I feel the ſhock of my approaching Fate : = 
My-heart tos trembles at his diſtantmarch ; 

Nor can | utter more, if you ſhouPd ask me. 

Thy arm, Arantbes | 'O farewell for ever—-— 
Athen, Varanes, ſtay, and ere you go for ever, 

Let me unfold my heart. - © 
Vara. O Athenais ! | : 

What further cruelty haſt thou in. ba) 
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TUDOSTUS: 


To ) add to what I ſuffer ? 
Athen. Since it is doom'd 
That we mult part, let's part as Lovers ſhou'd?. 
As thoſe that have lov'd long, and loy'd well. 
Vara, Artthou ſo good ! ©; Athenais, oh / 
Atben. Firſt from my Soul 1 pity and forgive you ; 
I pardon you that haſty little Error, 
Which yet has been the cauſe of both our Ruins. 
And let this ſorrow witneſs for my Heart, 
How eagerly I wiſh it had not been, 
And fince I cannot keep i,, take it all, 
Take all the Love, O Prince, I eyer bore yon 7. 
Or, if*is poſlible, 1 'll give you more; 
Your noble Carriage forces this confeſſion-:- 
I rage! I burn! 1 bleed,z.L die for-Lovez : 
Lam diſtracted with this\World of Paſſion. ' 
Vara.. Gods ! cruel Gods !. take notice I-forgive you... 
Atben. Alas ! my Lord ! my-weaker tender Sex 
Has not your manly Patience ;-cannot curb. 
This Fury in; therefore 1 jet it looſ ; 5 


With all the dearneſs of a;dying Lovers 07 e060 
4 Facewel! moſt lovely, and moft-Joy'd of Men = 
Why comes this dying paleneſs &er thy/Face ? 
Why wander thus thy Eyes? Why doft thon bend. 
As if the fatal. weight of Death were on thee ? -- . 
Vara. Speak yet alittle moxe;z; For, by, the:Gads © 
And as I prize thoſe; bleſſed happy. Moments, 
| Eſwear, O Athenais!. all is wall? | W ; 
©-never better} [21 
Athen. 1 doubt thee, dear Frans kn iw3, 09 
Yet, if thou dy*ſt, I ſhall-not-long'be from thee: 
Once more farewell, and take thele laſt Embraces, 
Oh ! I could.cruſh him to my Heart Farewel; ' ,  , 
And as a dying pledge of my-laſk Love,.,' + Y:. 


What have I done? oh lead me; lead mhe; Delia 1—- 
Ah, Prince farewell ! Angels protect and guard thee. 
Para. Turn back / O Athenass {and behold me 2 

Hear my laſt words, and then farewell for ever: 

T hou haſt undone me more by"this confeſſion :. 
You ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than every, 
Yet, I muſt ſee you marry'd to another: : 

Caa there be any Plague or Hell like this ? 

© Atbendis! Whither ſhall I turn me? 
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| Spite of my rigid Duty, 1 will ipeak” +. uf 9 


Take this, which all thy Pray*rs could never Charm $4 


: You have brought me back to life; but; oh, what life? 
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2 Her Ponyard - BF took, 

And kl it in her Hand; 
_- with & dying lack, 

| LF thus 1 Fate command-. 
Platander 4b; my Lowe, cone: 
To meet thy Shade bel 
Ah ! I come, ſhe cry'd, 

| 7 vega racy ren FR 

> ' Loere Zn no ſecond blaw. 


Tn Purple W.. ter Blood, 

| Ran ftreaming down the Floor, 

| Unmov d ſhe -< - —_ 
And bleit the Dy 

Philander! SEndert wy” 
The bleeding Phillis cry d: - 

She wept « while, 

And he forc'd a ' ſo le,. 

Ther clas d_her Eygs., and 69G 
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To a life more terrible than a thouſand deaths; 
Like one that had been buried In a Trance, 
With racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes.round, 
Forc'd by deſpair his whirling Limbs to wongd, 
And bellow like a Spirit under ground, © + 
Still urg?d by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and raye, 
Tormented, daſh'd, and:broken in-the Grave. .,. , [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, and. Crown'd ; 4 Table with a Bowl of 
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Athen, A Midnight Marriage ! muſt I to the Temple - 
Thus, at the Murderers hour? ?Tis wondrous ſtrange ! 
'But fo thou ſay*ſt my Father has commanded 3 
And that's Almighty Reaſon. 
Delia. Ti? Emperour in compaſſion to the Prince, 
Who would, perhaps, fly to extravagance, 
If he in publick ſhould reſolve to eſponſe you, 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. 
then; Go fetch thy Lute, and ſing thoſe Lines I gave thee; 
So, now I amalone, yet my Soul ſhakes; 
For where this dreadful Draught may carry me, 
The Heav*ns can only tell; yet Fam refolv'd 
To drink it off in ſpite of Conſequence, 
Whiſper him, O ſome Angel! what I am doing 3 
By ſympathy of Soul lect him too tremble, 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrovs Love, 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation, 
Of ling'ring Fate, with Triumph thus reſoly'd : 
Thus in the rapid Chariot of the Soul; 
To mount and dare as never Woman dar'd : 
*Tis done, haſte, Delia, haſte! come bring thy Lute, , -  LDrinks. 
And ſing my waftage to immortal Joys, | F# 
Methinks I cannot but ſmile at my own bravery, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune raigd to Empire, = 
Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhipt by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dies for my Embraces : 
Yet now to wave the Glories of the World, 
O my Yaranes! tho* my- Births unequal, 
My Vertue ſure has richly recompenc'd, - | 
And quite out-gone Example! ; +, :., 13% 41 
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Her Ponyard then ſhe took, 
And hell it in ray he 
"nd with a dying lack, 
' Cryd, thus 1 Fate command: - ( 
Ptalander } Ah my Lowe, 4 come: -. 
To meet thy Shade below! 
Ah! T come, ſhe cry'd, 
| get. o Wound Jo wide, _ ... 
re needy no ſecond blow. | 
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3 
Tr: Purple Waves her Blood, 
Ray ſtreaming down the Floor, 
Unmov'd ſhe ſaw the Flood, 
And bleft the Dying Hour- 
Philander! Ab, Philander ! F.74 
The bleeding Phillis cry'd - 
She wept a while, 
And he forc'd a. ſmyle,. 
Ther clos'd her Eyes., and dy: 
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To a life more terrible than a thouſand deaths; 
Like one that had been buried In a Trance, 
With rackidg ſtarts, he wakes and gazes.round, 
Ford by deſpair his whirling Limbs to wound, 
And bellow like a Spirit under ground. -_ © 
Still urg?d by Fate, to turn, to tofs, and raye, 
Tormented, daſh'd, and broken inthe Grave. ..,. \, [Exeunt, 
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ACT .V. S3CENE'L 
Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, and Cronn'd ; 4 Table with a Bowl of 
, Poiſon. % 


, Athen, A Midnight Marriage ! muſt I to the Temple - 
Thus, at the Murderers hour? *Tis wond”rous ſtrange ! 
'But fo thou ſay*ſt my Father has commanded ; 
And that's Almighty Reaſon. 
Delia. Tl Emperour in compaſſion to the Prince, 
Who would, perhaps, fly to extravagance, 
If he in publick ſhould reſolve to eſpouſe-you, 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. 
 Athen, Go fetch thy Lute, and ve. oy Lines I gave thee 
So, now I am alone, yet my Soul ſhakes; ; 
For where this dreadful Draught may carry me, 
The Heav?ns can only tell; yet Fam refolv'd 
To drink it off.in ſpite of Conſequence, | 
W hiſper him, O ſome Angel ! what I am doing 3 
By ſympathy of Soul let him too tremble, 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrovs Love, 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation, 
Of ling'ring Fate, with Triumph thus reſoly'd : 
Thus in the rapid Chariot of the Soul; | 
To mount and dare as never Woman dar'd : 
*Tis done, haſte, Delia, haſte! come bring thy Lute, , -  LDrinks: 
And ſing my waftage to immortal Joys, *k 
Methinks I cannot but ſmile at my own bravery, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune raid to Empire, 
 Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhipt by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dies tor my Embraces : 
Yet now to wave the Glories of the World, 
O my Yaranes! tho* my Births unequal, - - 
My Vertue ſure has richly recompenc'd, - | 
And quite out-gone Example! ; +, be If 
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Ab Nw bloody Fate, 
What canſt thou now do yuore ? 
Alas, *tis all too Ie, 
Philander to reſtore - 

Why ſhould the Heavenly Powers perſwade | 
Poor Aortals to believe, ee 
That they guard us here, , . 

> Andireward us there,,. 

Jet all our Joys deceive ? 


Fit Ponyard then ſhe took?! Oh 
L£11d beld it in ber Hand, * | 
And with. a dying look, 
Cry'd, thus I Fate command: 
Philander! ah my Love" 1 come, © 
To. meet thy ſhade below ; 
Ah, I come, ſhe crytd, _ 
With-a Wound ſo wids, 
There needs no ſecond Blow : My 


3-" 
In Purple Waves her Blood 
Rnn ſtreaming down the Floor, 
Unmov'd ſhe ſaw'the Flood, 
And leſt ber dying hour : 
Philander ! ab, Philander ! ftilP 
The bleeding Phillis -cr9"d,, , 
Sbe wept a while, 
And ford a ſmile; 
Then clo? dber Eyes and dy'd: 


Enter Pulcheria. 


| Puleh, How fares my dear Ewude/ia? ha, thou Iook'ſt,. 
Or. elſe the Tapers cheat my fight, like one 
Fhat*s fitter for thy Tomb than Ceſar's Bed; 
A. fatal. Sorrow dims thy ſhaded Eyes, 
And-in deſpite of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeen'ſt tro me the Ghoſt of Athenars. 
Athen. And what's the puniſhment, 'my dear Pulcheria'? 
What Torments are allotted thoſe ſad Spirits, 
Who groaning with the burden, of Deſpair; 
No longer will endure the Cazes of Life, 
But boldly ſet themſelves at liberty{® *--- - | 
Lhrough the.dark Cayes of Death to wanderiony] - 443 ve 4 


DT. . 


Like wilded Travellers without a Gride 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 
Where ſcarce the Twi-light of an Infant M6on 
By a faint Glimmer checkering through the Trees 
RefleQs to diſmal view the walking Ghoſts, : 
And never hope to reach the bleſſed Fields? 

Pulch, No more ©? that, Atticus ſhall reſolve thee : 
But ſee, he waits thee trom the Emperour - : 
Thy Father too attends. 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, &c; 
Leont. Come, Athenais ! Ha, what now in Tears? * 
O fall of Honour, but no more I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop'it my Bleſſing, 
Or fear'ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from thy Soul 
All Thoughts, if poſſible, the Memory 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has nndone thee, 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, 
To make the Emperour thine, this Night to wed him, 
And lie within his Arms, 
Athen, Yes, Sir, Pll g0—— 
Let me but dry my Eyes, andI will go; 
Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, 
Thus like a Victim crown'd and doom'ld to bleed, 
I'lt wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperour, 
And if he pleaſes, lie within his Arms. 
Leont, Thou art my Child agen. | 
Athen. But do not, Sir, imagine that any Charms, 
| Or Threatnings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Yaranes more : 
No, my Yaranes : No 
While I have Breath, I will remember thee : 
To thee alone I will my Thoughts confine, 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine : 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 
Fate and my End, and thy Remembrance ſtill ; 
As in ſome Pop'lar Shade the Nightingale, 
With piercing Moans does her loſt Young bewail,; 
hich che rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their Downy Neſt, had ſtoln away, 
But ſhe in mournful Sounds does ftill complain, 
Sings all the Night, tho? all her Songs are vain, 
And ſtill reaews her miſerable ſtrain : 
So my Yargnes, 'till my Death comes on, 
Shall ſad Eudofia thy dear Loſs bemoan. LEx. Athenais, Atticus. 
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SCENE Tl 
Enter Varanes. 


Vraa. *Tis Night, dead Night, and weary Nature lies 
So faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe : 
No breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees ; 
No noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas ; 
Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the ſilent Mooll : 
Nor®bay the Ghofts that glide with Horror by, 
To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie, 
The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give ; 
Nor to the Windows of the dying cleave. 
The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight ſound 
Calls drowſte Echo from the hollow ground ; 
In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſht lie ; 
The Stars, Heav*ns Centry, wink and ſeem to die: 
Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, 
Through the vaſt Shades where I am doom'd to go ; 
Nor ſhall I need a Violence to wound : 
The Storm is here that drives me on the Ground, 
Sure means to make the Soul and Body part, 
A burning Fever, and a broken Heart. 


What, hoa, Aranthbes ! LEnter Aranthes. 


I ſent thee to the Apartment of 
Athenais ! 1 ſent thee, did I not, to be admitted ? 
Aran. You did, my Lord ; but oh 
] fear to give you an account. 
Vara. Alas ! 
Aranthes, 1 am'got on the other ſide 
Of this bad World ; and now am paſt all fear. 
O ye avenging Gods, is there a Plague : 
Among your hoarded Bolts and heaps of Vengeance 
B2yond the mighty Loſs of Athenazs * 
'Tis contradiction, ſpeak, ' then ſpeak, Arantbes. 
For all misfortunes, if compar'd with that, 
Will make Yaranes ſmile 
Aranth. My Lord, the Empreſs, 
Crown'd ang adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 
At this dead,time of Night with. filent Pomp, 
As they deſigid from all to keep it ſecret, 
But chicfiy ſyre from-you ; I ſay the Empreſs 
ts now conducted by the Generat” 
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Atticus and her Father, to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe th* Emperor, Theodo/aus, 
YVara. Say*ſt thou ? is't certain ! hah. 
Arant, Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw em in proceſſion, 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, malicious Fate ! O Fortiine ! 
O giddy Chance ! O turn of Love and Greatneſs ! * 
Marry*d ! ſhe has kept her Promiſe now indeed ; 
And oh her pointed Fame and nice Revenge, 
Have reach'd their end. No Arantbes / no ! 
I will not ſtay the lazy Execution 
Of a ſlow Fever : Give me thy Hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
To obſerve the laſt Commands that I ſhall give thee ; 
Stir not againſt my purpoſe, as thou fear'ſt 
My Anger and Difdain ; Nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unneceſſary formal Reaſons ; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, 
Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the Point, 
Tho” have liv'd a Perſian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſoly'd 
As any Greek or Roman of %em all. 
Aranth, W hat you command is terrible but ſacred, 
And to atone for this too cruel Duty, 
My Lord, I'll follow you———_— 
Vara, I charge thee not ! 
But when I am dead take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Streight to the Temple ; lay me, O Aranthes ! 
Lay my cold Coarſe at Athenais's Feet, 
And ſay, O why, why, do my Eyes run o'er ! 
Say with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 
Juſt here my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword 
I feel the Artery, where the Life-Blood lies 3 
It heaves againſt the Point—-—Now, O ye Gods, 
If for the greatly wretched you have room, 
Prepare my place, for dauntleſs lo I come ! 
The force of Love thus makes the Mortal Wound, 
And Athenais ſends me to the Ground, 
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[Kills himſelf. 


SCENE 


0 THEODOSIUS: 0, 
SCENE Ill. The outward part of the Temple, 


Enter Pulcheria and Julia at one Door, Marcian and Lucius 
at another, 


Pulch. Look Fulia, fee the penſive Martian comes ; 

"Tis to my wiſh, I muſt no longer loſe him, 

Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed : he looks 

As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd within him, 

And labour'd for a Vent; inſpire me Woman, 

That what my Soul deſires above the World, 

May ſeem impos and forc'd on my Aﬀettions——. 

Luc. 1 fay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 
From your own Mouth: -Now, in the Name of all 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent ? 

Take heed, Sir,” mark your opportunity ; 5 
For if the Woman lays it in-your way, 
And you over-ſee it, ſhe is loft for ever. 

Marc. Madam, L come to take my eternatk leave; 
Your Doom has baniſhr me, and 1 obey :- 

The Court and I ſhake Hands, and now we party 

Never to ſee each other'more4 the Court 

Where I was born, and bred a Gefitleman : 

No more, till your I'\nſtrious Bounty raisgd me, 

And drew the Earth-born Vapour ro the- Clouds : 

But, as the Gods ordair*d 1t;, I heve loft, 

I know not bow, through Ignorante, your Grace : 
{ 2 And now the Exhalation of my Glory 7 ul 
' Is quite conſam'd and vaniſht iuto/Air, ' 

Puich, Proceed, Sir wm m— * 

Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods that doom'd nieto diſpleaſ e you, 
Be Witneſſes how much 1 honour you 
Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by yorr bright ſclf, 

I leave this infamous Court with more content 

Than Fools and Fiatterers ſeek it.- But, oh Heaven: 
I cannot go it ſtill. your hate purſues me; 

Yes, I declare it is impoſſible, 

'To go to Baniihment without your Pardon. 

Pulch. You have it, Marcia ; is there ought beſide, 
That you would ſpeak, for L am free to hear ? 

* Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what Hunders 
But my laſt words ſhould here proteſt "the Truth ? 

"Know; then, Imperial Princeſs,; matchleſs Woman, 
Since firſt you caſt your Eyes uporif my meanneſs, 
Ev*n tl you rais'd me to my envy*d-heighr, 
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I have in ſecret lov'd you 
Pulch, Is this Marcian ? 
Marc. You frown! but I am ſtill prepar'd for all; 
I fay I lovd you, and [love you ſtill, 
More than my Life, and equal to my Glory; 
Methinks the warring Spirit that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome / 
That makes me talk without the fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to ats of Honour, 
Flames in your Eyes ! our Thoughts too are a-kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory : 
Now, by the Gods, I loy'd you in your Fury, 
In all the Thunder that quite riv*d my hopes, 
I lov'd you moſt, evn when you did deſtroy me. 
Madam, I've ſpoke my heart, and cou'd ſay more, 
But that I ſee it grieves you, your high Blood * 
Frets at the Arrogance and ſawcy Pride 
Of this bold Vagabond : may the Gods forgive me- 
Farewell; a worthier General may ſucceed me; 
But none more faithful to the Emperour's Intereſt, 
Than him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor, Marcian. 
Pulch, Come back, you have ſubtilly play*d your part indeed ; 
For firſt, th? Emperour whom you lately ſchooP'd, 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion ; next commands you, 
As yewre a-Subject not to leave the Court, 
Next, but oh Heav*n! which way ſhall I expreſs 
His cruel Pleaſure, he that is ſo mild 
In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my Tears, 'my Birth, and my Difdain, 
Commands me, as I dread his high Diſpleaſure, 
O Marcian! to receive you as my Husband, 
Marc. Ha, Lucius! what, what does my Fate intend ? 
Luc, Purſue her, Sir, tis as I ſaid, ſhe yields, 
And rages that you fullow her no faſter! 
Pulch. Is then at laſt my-great Authority, 
And my intruſted Pow'r, declind to this? 
Yer oh my Fate, what way can I avoid it! 
He charg?d me ſtreight to wait him to the Templez 
And there reſolve! oh Marcian! on this Marriage. 
Now generous Soldier, as you're truly noble ; 
O help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth; 
Help me to looſe this more than Gordian Knot, 
And make me and your ſelf for ever.happy. 
Marc. Madam, Pl ſpeak as briefly as I can, 
And as a Soldier onght, the only way 
To help this Knot is yet to tye it faſter, 
Since 
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Since then the Emperor has reſolv'd you mine, 
For which 1 will for ever thank the Gods, 
And make this Holy-day throughout my Life, 
I take him at his word, and claim his promiſe; 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you. 
Nay, weep not, Madam, though my out ſide's rough, 
Yer, by thoſe Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgins, 
Ev*n now it bleeds to ſee thoſe falling Sorrows, 
Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperour 
To a Repentance Come then to the Tryal ; 
For by my Arms, my Lyfe, and dearer Honour, 
If you go back when given me by his Hand, 
In.diſtant Wars my Fate I will deplore, =—_ 
And Marcian's Name ſhall n&er be heard of more: [LE xeunt. 


SCENE, the Temple. 


Theodoſins, Athenais, Atticus joyning their hands =——— Marcian, 
Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c, Leontine, 


Attic. The more than Gordian knot is ty'd, 
Which Death's ſtrong Arm ſhall neer divide ; 
Por when to bliſs ye wafted are, 
Tour Spirits ſhall be wedded there, 
Waters arc loſt, and Fires will die; 
But Love alone can Fate defie. 


Enter Aranthes with the Body of Varanes, 


Arant. Where is the Empreſs ? Where ſhall I find Eudoſia ? 
By Fate I am ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, 
She has rob'd the World of Fame; her Eyes have giv'n 
A blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War; 
Behold him there nipt in his flowry Morn, 
CompelPd to break his promiſe of a Day ; 
A Day that Conqueſt would have made her Boaſt ; 
Behold her Lawrel wither'd to the Root, 
- Canker'd and kiPd hy Athenais ſcorn, 

Athen, Dead ! dead, Yaranes /! 

Theo. O ye Eternal Pow'rs 
That guide the World ! why do you ſhock our Reaſon, 
With afts like theſe that lay our Thoughts in duſt ? - 
Forgive me Heav'n this ſtart, or elevate 
Imagination more, and make it nothing. 
Alas ! alas, Varanes! But ſpeak, Arantbes, 
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The manner of his Fate : Groans choke my words ; 

But ſpcak, and we will anſwer thee with Tears. 
Avant, His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 

What ſome few minutes paſt his Sword perform'd, 

He heard from me your progreſs to the Temple, 

How you deſign'd at midnight to deceive him, 

By a Clandeſtine Marriage : But, my Lord, 

Hal you beheld -his Racks at my Relation ; 

Or had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, 

When from his dying Eyes, ſwoln to the Brim, 

The big round drops rowl'd down his manly Face; 


. When from his hallowed Breaſt a murmuring Croud 


Of groans ruſh'd forth, and echo*d, All is.well ; 

Then had you ſeen him/ O ye cruel Gods / 

Ruſh on the Sword [ held againſt his Breaſt, 

And dye it to the Hilts, with theſe Iaſt words 

Bear me to Athenais 
A'hen. Give me way, my Lord, 

I have moſt ſtrictly kept my promiſe with you, 

I am your Bride, and you can ask no more, 

Or it you did, 1 am paſt the power to give: 


\., But here! oh here! on hiscold bloody Breaſt, 


Thus let-me breath my l1alt. 
Theo. O Empreſs, what, what can this tranſport mean ? 
Are theſe our Nuptjals! theſe my promis'd Joys? 
Athez: Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpe& 1 apy 
Theſe ſad remains ——And oh thou mighty Spiir, 
If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 
Look down and hear the wretched Athenars, 
When thou ſhalt know, before1 gave conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 
Which ſoom would render me, alas, unfit 
For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 
And make me ever thine! yet keep my word 
With Theodoſius . Wilt thou not forgive me ? 
Theo. Poiſon'd to free thee from the Emperor ! 
Oh, Atbenais ! thou haſt done a deed 
That tears my Heart ! what havel done againſt thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt brand me thus with Infamy. 
And everlaſting ſhame ! Thou might'ſt have made, 
Thy choice without this cruel act of Death, 
EHeft thee to thy will ? and in requital 
Thon haſt murder'd all my Fame>—— 
Atben, O pardon me! 


I ky my dying Body at your Feet, FE 


— 
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And beg, my Lord, with my laſt ſighs intreat you 
To impute the fault, if *ris a fault, to love ; 

And the ingratitude of Athenais, 

T' her too cruel Stars : Remember too, 

I begg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince; 
Preſaging what has kappen'd ; yet my word, 

As to our Nuptials' was inviolable. 

Theo, Ha! ſhe is going ! ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw in their Beams; the ſleep of death is on her. 

Athen. Farewell, my Lord / alas! alas, Paranes, 
To embrace thee now is not immodelty. ; 

Or if it were, I think my bleeding Heart, 
Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender niceties of Honour, 

To fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life, 

For oh what Man, like him, cowd Woman move/ 
O Prince beloy'd ! O Spirit moſt divine / | 
Thns by my Death, I give theeall my Love, 

And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine—— 

Theo. O Marcian ! O Pulcheria ! did not the Power, 
Whom we adore plant all his Thunder-bolts 
Againſt Self-murderers, I would periſh too : 

But as I am, I ſwear to leave the Empire - 
To thee, my Siſter, I bequeath the World ; 
And yet a gift more great the Gallant Aarcian / 
On then my-Friend, now ſhew thy Roman Spirit - 
As to her Sex7” fair Athenais was, 
Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Honour, - 
Thus we'll atone for all the preſent Crimes, 
Thar yet it may be ſaid in - who buy 
No Age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 
So Great, ſo Good, ſo Vertuous, and {fo Fair ! 


FINTIS. 


[ Dies, 


Ex. Omnes, 
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Epilogue. 


Hrice happy they that never writ before ;; 

How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer ſhove : 
Like Jome new Captain of the City Bands, 
That with big looks in Finsbur Commanats, 

SwelPd, with huge Ale he cries, beat, beat a Drum; 

Pox 0 the French-King, uds bud let him come : 

Give me ten theuſand Redcoats, and alloo, 

We'll firk, his Crequi and his Conde too. 

Thus the young Scriblers, Mankinds ſenſe diſdain} 

For ignorance 18 ſure to make *em vain, 

But far from Vanity, or dang'rous pride ;, 

Our cautions Poet courts you to his ſide : 

For why ſhould you be ſcorn'd, to whom are due, 

All the good days that ever Authors knew. 

If ever gay tis you that make "em fine ; 

The Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, 

And he ſcarce drinks but of the Criticks Wine, 

Old Writers ſhonld not for vain glory ſtrive 

But lhe old Miſtreſſes think how to thrive, 

Be fond of evry thing their Keepers ſay 

At leaſt till they can live without a Play. 

Like one that knows the Trade, and has beenbit;, 

She doats and fawns upon her wealthy Cit, 

And ſwears ſhe loves him meerly for his Wit. : 

Another more wntaught than a Walloon, 

Antich and ugly, like an old Baboon 

She ſwears is an accompliſht Beau-garſon, 

Turns with all winds, and ſails with all deſires; 

All hearts in City, Town, and Court, ſhe fires, 

Young callow Lords, lean Knights, and drivling Squires. 

She in reſiſtleſs flattery finds her ends, 

Gives thanks for Fools, and makes ye all ker Friends, 

So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an awzard Age, 

For they are Proſtitutes upon the Staze : 

To ſtand on points were fooliſh. and ill-bred, 

As for a Lady to be nice in Bed: 

Your wills alone mult their per formance meaſure, 


Aud you may ;urn 'em tvry way: for pleaſure. 
FINTS 
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A Catdlogue of ſome Plays Printed for R. Bently 
and M. Magnes, in Ruſlcl-Strect, near Co- 
vent-Garden. 


Artuff, or the French Pari- 
tan. 

Fore'd Marriage, or the Jealous 
Bride. 

Engliſh Monſieur. 

_ Miſtaken, or the mad Cou- 
ple. 

Generous Enemies. 

Andromacha: A Tragedy. 

Califto : or the Maſque at Court. 

Country-Wit, A Comedie. 

Deſtruction of Feruſalem, 2 parts 

Miſeries of Civil-Was. 

Henry 6. with the Murder of the 
Puke of Gloceſter. 

Nero, a Tragedie. 

Gloriana, a Tragedie. 

Sophonisha, or Hamibals over- 

throw. 

Alexander the Great, or the Ri- 

: val Queens. 

Mithridates Ring of Pontus. 

Ceſar Borgia; Son of Pope A- 
lexander 6. 

Oedipus, King of Thebes. 


Theodofins, or the Force of Love. 

The Plain-Dealer. 

Tie Town Fop, or Sir T»mothy 
T a uary. 

Abdellazar,or the Moors Revenge. 

Madam Fick/e: or the Witty 
Falſe one. 

The Fond Husband, or the Plot- 
ting Siſters. 


' The Vertuous Wife, or good 


luck at laſt. 

The Fool turn'd Critick, a Co- 
medy. 

Squire 9/dſap, or the Night Ad- 
venturers. 

The Miſtaken Husband, a Come- 
d 
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Mr. Limberham, or the Kind- 
Keeper. 

Notes and Obſervations on the 
Empreſs of Aorocco. 

The Orphan, or Unhappy Mar- 
riage, 

The Souldier of Fortune, in the 


Preſs, 


